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TRUE WAYSIDE TALES. 



MOOTHOOS AWNY ; 

OB, 

NATURAL UFBIGHTNESS SUFEBNATUSALLY 

BEWABDEP. 

T is written in the Acts of the Apostles 
that when St. Peter had been sent for 
to baptize the Gentile^ Cornelius, he 
spoke as follows : ' In very deed, I 
perceive that God is not a respecter of 
persons. But in every nation^ he that feareth 
Him and worketh justice, is acceptable to 
Him' (Acts X. 34, 35). 

The following story, related to me by a 
holy Jesuit missionary, affords a wonderful 
and striking proof of the truth of the Apostle's 
words. 




6 Tnu Wajfside Tales. 

'' I was stationed^ in 1874^ at Tiicliinopolyy in 
the Presidency of Madras; and during my 
residence there^ one of my daties was to 
visit the Catholics in the central gaol of that 
station. 

'^ This prison is out in the country. I nsed 
to go^ carrying on my breast^ ahnost each 
time, the Blessed Eacharist; and Gk)d alone 
can tell of the inefEable sweetness and consola- 
tion I derived from those long walks with 
Hini« 

'' I was always accompanied by a native Re- 
ligions called Tom^^ an excellent fellow^ a 
pariah^ very well up in religions and catecheti- 
cal knowledge^ and possessed of real contro- 
versial talents. On arriving at the gate of the 
gaol he would always open a large umbrella, 
and walking behind me, held it over my head 
to keep me from the sun. We walked in 
silence and recollection towards the tower. 
This is a round building with two stories, 
each story surrounded by a veranda or ex- 
terior gallery as by a belt. These galleries 
command a complete view over the different 
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blocks of buildings^ whicb converge towards 
that centre as tbe spokes of a wheel towards 
the nave. We used to go np the tower to the 
highest gallery and walk slowly round it two 
or three times. 

'' My dress was pnre white with a red belt 
and a red cap^ and therefore very conspicnoos 
in the bright Indian snn; and this walking 
ronnd on the second floor of the tower was in 
order that all the Catholics among the convicts 
should see us and come at once to the ward 
where oar small but touching services were 
h^ld. This silent notice given^ I walked down 
to the ward appointed^ all the turnkeys giving 
me low salaams as I passed^ and all the 
Catholics prostrating themselves on my arrival. 

''The ward was a long, lofty room, with a 
basalt floor^ but without the smallest article of 
furniture. For my convenience and that of 
Tom^, a warder used to bring us two low 
three-legged stools, very small, and made of 
wood. One of them I placed in a comer, then 
spread a white cloth upon it, put a crucifix and 
a couple of candles and candlesticks on the 
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clothj and thns made a little altar. After a 
moment's adoration and prayer^ I went to sit 
on the other stool The men that spoke and 
imderstood English gronped themselves round 
me for Catechism and instmction j and those 
that spoke only Tamils sqnatted themgelves 
on the floor roond Tom^ for the same purpose. 
Afterwards I heard the confessions of these 
poor people, often more good and simple than 
he place where they were lodged would lead 
one to suppose ; and then they received Holy 
Communion. The scene had something 
supremely touching in its sublime simplicity, 
and more hearty devotion I have rarely wit- 
nessed than among those poor fellows. 

''One of the regulations of the gaol^in conse- 
quence of a Government order from Madras, 
waSj that no convict should be allowed to 
attend any religious service but his own^ and 
any change of religion while in prison was 
forbidden altogether. 

'' One Sunday, as I was entering the ward, 
there stood close to the door a man of fine 
make and appearance, but evidently a pagan, 
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since he wore on his forehead the painted 
Trimvarty, the sign of the worshippers of 
Krishna. He made a respectful salaam^ and 
his eyes were fixed upon me, bat he said 
nothing. I beckoned to Tom^ to go and see 
what he wanted. He asked to come with ns 
and hear the instmction^ as it was his earnest 
desire to become a Christian. The appearance 
of Ihe man was frank and prepossessing^ but 
I own to haying at first distrusted him^ and 
supposed^ as a matter of coarse^ that he had 
some private views of his own. One gets so 
terribly suspicions when dealing with the 
criminal class, and finding one's self so con- 
stantly deceived ! I therefore remarked to him 
that he exposed himself to punishment if he 
remained with us^ as he knew the gaol regula- 
tion ; but he insisted. 

'^ As I was well aware of Tom^s shrewdness, 
I asked him to take him into his class, and, 
unobserved by the new-comer, I made him a 
sign, which Tom^ perfectly understood, to 
examine the man carefully and find out if he 
were really in earnest. After the Catechism 
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12 True Wayside Tales. 

take care that the prison regulations should 
be more strictly enforced^ so that I obtained 
nothing save the remission of his punishment. 

" Weeks passed ; and to my sorrow, my poor 
convict friend, who I found was called Moo- 
thoosawny, was never allowed to come to the 
instructions, and I saw him no more ; but I 
had news of him through the other convicts. 
He was constantly questioning them about the 
Faith, begging them to repeat the instructions, 
reading Catholic books with the greatest 
eagerness, and giving them all the conviction 
that he was thoroughly in earnest, and more 
and more anxious every day to receive bap- 
tism. His health had been for some time 
doubtful ; but now it began rapidly to fail. He 
sent through his convict friends the most 
moving entreaties to me to come and let him 
receive the ' soul-cleansing water ' ; but what 
could I do f I was not allowed to go near 
him. I asked them to give him baptism them- 
selves, and carefully explained to them how 
they were to do it. 

" But to this, both he and they objected. He 
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said lie was to reoeiYe it from the ' Swamy' 
(the priest), and from liim alone. I then 
reminded them of the b^>tism of desire^ irhcn 
one cannot reoeiYO either the b^>tism of wator 
or of blood. But Moothoosawny insisted 
imploringly on receiying the baptismof water — 
Fannir gnana-snanan^ t.e. water soul-cleansing 
bath; and he was sinlring — ^and his entreaiieB 
became more and more urgent. His com- 
panions &lt for him so strongly, and besought 
me so earnestly, that I could resist no longer; 
and at the risk of another rebuff, I went again 
to the Superintendent. He knew that the 
man was dying. I strongly represented to 
him that to preyent the poor fellow from be- 
coming a Christian was going directly against 
the principle of liberty of conscience, one of 
the first and most important clauses of the 
British Constitution. That the Grovemment, 
and therefore the Superintendent who repre- 
sented itj weroj to the convict in a gaol, 
as a tutor to a pupil, and bound to look 
after his wel&re ; more especially after his 
spiritual and eternal welfare. "We had 
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done even more than ordinary prudence re- 
quired to test Moothoosawnj's sincerity of 
purpose, and no doubt could justly be enter- 
tained on the subject. Now the poor fellow 
was dyings and it was sheer tyranny to 
refuse his request to receive baptism. It was 
cruelty and oppression of the blackest descrip- 
tion, since it was practised on the soul and 
conscience of a man in full possession of his 
reason^ and at the very moment when he was 
going to appear before his and our Supreme 
Judge. 

'' The Superintendent had been listening to 
me with mute attention, and as I had spoken 
with increasing warmth, I did not quite know 
how he would take it. But when I ceased 
speaking, he only answered quietly : 

" ' Would you mind giving me your reasons 
m writing^ as you have just expressed them to 
me?' 

'^I will most readily and thankfully, was 
my reply, and that very evening they were 
put into his hands. 

" The next day, after 9 p.m., when I had re- 
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tired to rest^ a man knocked at my door^ 
annonncing himself as an 'Ordnance.' He 
was the bearer of a paper ' On Her Majesty's 
Service.' It contained a telegram from the 
Governor of Madras, which ran as follows : 

^ ' In reference to the request of the Boman 
Catholic chaplain at Trichinopoly for an ex- 
ception to certain gaol regulations^ let all per- 
missions be given him in f avonr of the convict 
Moothoosawny.' 

" This telegram was accompanied by a note 
from the Superintendent to this effect : 

'' ' Tour letter to me was forwarded to the 
Governor at once^ and I am very glad it has 
been successful. When you present yourself 
at the gaol, all doors will open before you. 
Allow me to suggest that the sooner you 
come the better, as the convict is now very 
low indeed.' 

" You can imagine my joy at this communica- 
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tioTi, and how I thanked Qod in my heart. 
The very next morning, at dawn of day^ 
directly I had said my Mass^ I was o£E to 
the gaol with my faifchfol Tom^^ who was as 
delighted as I was. As the Superintendent 
had announced^ the doors opened readily on 
my arrival^ and I was pleased to read in the 
looks and countenances of the inhabitants of 
that dismal and dreary mansion the warmest 
welcome and sympathy. A central gaol always 
suggests the idea of the scum of the earthy 
and here it was the scum of a Mahometan and 
heathen population. Yet even among these^ 
the lowest and most degraded of human 
beings^ the Catholic priest is felt and con- 
sidered to be the messenger of God — the 
bringer of peace. It is only those that have 
'blasphemed against the Holy Ghost ^ who 
cannot bear his sight. 

^ We entered the block used as an infirmary. 
It was a naked^ long hall. In the farthest 
corner^ upon a mat^ with a little hay or straw 
for a bolster, lay poor Moothoosawny^ lean^ 
spent, panting for breath, but with his widened 



Moothoosawny. 17 

eyes fixed npon ns. As we drew near^ lie 
slightly raised his emaciated hands^ and^ with 
faltering breath and yoice^ exclaimed : 

'^'Ahl at last yon have cornel God be 
blessed and praised for evermore I The 
Thevamada' (Divine Mother) 'has not Mled 
me. Now I shall die happy 1' 

"While we were nearing his poor bed, con- 
'victs were making their appearance through 
every door, and trooping slowly towards ns 
with open months and suppressed breathing. 
They had awf al countenances^ most of them, 
bearing the stamp of every kind of daring 
crime and villany. They were, like children, 
attracted by the unusual sight of a Catholic 
priest in that hall. Most of them had never 
seen one nearer than on the gallery of the 
central tower which I have before described. 
Probably, also, they had had some talk among 
themselves about Moothoosawny, and had 
questioned the Christians. But my impression 
was — and Tome^s also — that there was some- 
thing unusual about this case, and in their 
hushed manner and quiet behaviour it was 
♦ ♦ 2 
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evident tlukfc some powerful inflaence was at 
work. They massed themselYes behind ns 
like a thick wall of hnman flies, and a yeiy 
unpleasant sight it would have been in other 
circamstanoes and in any other place. How- 
eyer, I was yeiy glad that an opportunity was 
thns giyen to ns of speaking to them, and I 
BoggOBted to Tom^ that the questioning and 
preparing of the Catechism woold alEord us 
an excellent opportunity of giying that unex-* 
pected audience a good catechetical instruc- 
tion. We stooped down accordinglyj sitting 
on our heelsj according to the &8hion of the 
country, close to the dying man's pallet, and a 
simple but solid instruction was given him, 
which was intended mainly for our hearers 
behind us. 

"Moothoosawny, however, answered readily, 
and often asked a question, or put in a word 
which struck us both with astonishment and 
admiration. He seemed as if he had been 
already divinely taught 

" Tom6 ! I exclaimed at last, in a language 
which the convicts could not understand. 
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Do you not feel that there is something very 
extraordinary in this man ? 

" ' Yes, father/ he replied; ' I noticed it the 
yery first time I saw him. I cannot explain it 
• to myself, but there seems to be something 
supernatural about him. If you were to ask 
liim to tell you the story of his life, we might 
find out' 

" I hesitated a moment, on account of his ex- 
cessive weakness ; but then, thinking that the 
story might be of use to our audience as 
well as to ourselves, I took his hand and 
said : 

" Moothoosawny, you are very ill and weak ; 
but you are also very happy, are you not, 
though you are dying ? 

" * I am indeed. Father— -so very, veiy 
happy !' 

"Well, I am very happy too, I replied, 
that I have been allowed to come at last, and 
that the permission arrived in time. But now, 
I am going to ask you to do me a great 
favour. If you were to speak very low, rest- 
ing as often as you like, and speaking just 

2—2 
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according to the Btrength left to yon^ would 
70a relate to ob the history of your life f Tell 
me how yoa came into this gaol f and why you 
have so much wished to receive the ^ water- 
soul-cleansing bath,'' and to be a Catholic f 
If it would not tire you too much, I should be 
BO very pleased to hear your story, and I think 
it might help your companions. 

'' Moothoosawny shut his eyes for a moment, 
as if for recollection and obedience. The 
human wall behind us squeezed themselves 
still closer : evidently this was what they were 
most anxious for. I shall never forget those 
eager faces, those eyes fixed on the dying 
man with such intense curiosity, and that 
breathless silence. 

" At last Moothoosawny began : 

" * Seidi soUugren — ^I say my story. Father, 
I was a forester in Coimbatore. I drew a very 
good pay. I enjoyed the confidence and 
friendship of my superiors, and was very 
happy. I feared the gods and worshipped 
them as well as I knew how : and I grew fat 
and stuot.' (This is looked upon by the 
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Indians as a sign of prosperityf happiness^ and 
Divine favour.) 'One day I received a pre- 
sent from an Englisli engineer^ which was a 
dozen European eggs good for hatching. I 
gave them to a good hen to sit upon^ and 
when they broke the shell and came out^ I was 
delighted. I was always very fond of every 
kind of bird and beast^ and I used to count my 
chickens^ and feed or caress them ; and they 
grew into such fine fowls. But when they 
began to go out^ the prander' (a small and 
very rapacious eagle^ who is one of the Indian 
gods) 'swooped down upon them and took 
first one and then another^ till I was in great 
distress. In spite of all my watchfulness 
and care^ in a few days I had only one chicken 
left of the whole lot. One mornings I was 
going out to the forest with my gun loaded as 
usual. I drove the dear chick and its mother 
under the bushes that it might be well 
sheltered. As it was running before me from 
one bush to anotheri crossing a small glade^ a 
rustle passed over my head^ and in a sweep as 
rapid as lightning the prander had carried 



22 True Wayside Tales. 

away in its claws the last of my poor chickens. 
But as rapidly also did my gun, as of itself, 
aim at the captor and fire off. • . .' 

" Here Moothoosawny^ exhausted and over- 
powered with emotion, stopped awhile. Then, 
encouraged with a kind word and a sympa- 
thizing look, he continued : 

"'The smoke of the powder had not yet 
cleared away before me when, a little way ofP, 
I heard the thud caused by the fall of a dead 
body. It was the prander ! Oh, Father, at 
that moment a thousand times rather would I 
have chosen to fall dead myself. The idea of 
haying killed my god made me like a mad- 
man. I do not know what became of me that 
day. I had no peace, no rest, no appetite, no 
sleep. It seemed to me as if all the other 
gods were pursuing me to punish me for my 
crime. I thought that after awhile my grief 
would diminish by degrees. But no; the 
horror of my crime seemed to increase every 
day. I began to grow lean and to waste 
away. After some time, unable to stand it 
any longer, I asked for a month's leave, which 
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was readily granted to me^ in the hope that 
a change wonld do me good^ and I came 
over to Trichinopoly. The change^ however, 
brought me neither appetite nor peace of 
mind : remorse was in my heart, and the 
vengeance of the gods seemed to pursue me, 
inexorable, relentless, and all-powerful. I 
was persuaded that I had committed a crime 
to which no other sin could be compared. 
Father, I had always tried to be good. 
Though an ignosant Pagan, I had carefully 
avoided everything that I thought to be 
wrong. I had been scupulously honest in all 
my dealings, and had carefully observed all the 
ceremonies and prescriptions of the &>lse re- 
ligion in which I had been brought up. And 
therefore it was that this crime of mine, as I 
then considered it, made me so dreadfully 
unhappy. 

"'I had been in Trichinopoly only three days, 
and was really dying of grief. Oh, if I had 
then found a Swamy to whom I could have 
opened my heart ! On the evening of the 
fourth day, I was lying on my mat, a prey to 
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my gnawing thoughts of sorrow and remorse, 
sleepless and miserablOi when I heard the 
noise of a troop of people round the hut ; then 
the door was burst open, and three policemen 
rushed upon me as upon a great culprit, 
manacled my hands very tight behind my 
back, and rudely dragged me to the district 
gaol. I thought it was the gods, and was 
almost glad, in the hope that they would 
accept this unjust suffering as an atonement 
for my sin. However, the Aisery I endured 
in that cell brought no relief to my mind, and 
I grew more and more wretched. Then came 
the trial. I was so utterly bewildered that I 
do not know what charge they brought against 
me, but I think it was murder. The real 
murderer or his friends must have found out I 
was a stranger in the place, and caused the 
suspicion to fall upon me. False witnesses 
were readily found, who swore to endless 
falsehoods about me, and when I was asked 
what I had to say in reply, I answered, 
" Nothing." ' 

" Here I interrupted Moothoosawny to in- 
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quire: Bat wlien the murder was oommitted, 
were yoa not in tlie Coimbatore district ? 

" ' Yes, Father/ 

'' Then why on earth did yon not say that 
yon were not in the town at the time of the 
Clime? Yon conld haye got plenty of wit- 
nesses to give yon a good character and proye 
yonr presence in Coimbatore. 

^'Yes^ I conld haye done so most easily; 
bnt remember^ Father^ that I considered my- 
self &r more goilty than those false witnesses 
made me ont to be. I thought Heayen was 
condemning me, not the jndge, and I hoped 
by accepting the punishment in silence I 
should appease the diyine wrath. I was con- 
demned to tweniy years' confinement and hard 
labour. I consequently was sent here, and 
expected somehow that in the gaol I should 
find at last the inward peace without which I 
could not liye. Father, do not be angry, or 
laugh at my simplicity. Haye I not found 
something better than anything I then knew 
of ? Oh, I am now so very, very happy ! . . .' 

" He paused a long while. It is beyond my 
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power to give 70a an idea of the intensity of 
eagerness with which that compact mass of 
criminals were listening to the story of their 
brother convict — ^a tale^ alas ! so different in 
its innocence from their own. Moothoosawny 
continued : 

" ' In the beginning I was not happier here 
than I had been anywhere else since I had 
killed what I thought was my god, the 
prander. On the contrary, my wish was to 
die. Though everybody was kind to me, and 
the fetters were removed from me after the 
first few days, I was pining away more rapidly 
than before. One night everybody in the 
ward was fast asleep, and I had been making 
fruitless efforts to do the same and find rest, 
when a most extraordinary thing happened. 
Oh, Father, I cannot say this ! . . . I never 
said it yet to any human being. . . . No 
word in my native tongue will express it . . J 

"He paused for a moment, and then ex- 
claimed : 

" ' Oh, Divine Mother, help me ! ... On 
the wall opposite me I suddenly saw a light— 
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a light different to that of the sim^ or of the 
moon, or of the stars^ or of fire. All the 
lights I had ever seen in my life were dark- 
ness compared to this ; and though so bright 
and beantif al^ instead of killing one's eyes^ it 
fed and steadied them. And as that light 
filled me with a happiness I had never known 
before^ I went to the wall to touch it ; but I 
touched nothing but the bare wall^ so I came 
back to my mat to enjoy the light. It had 
now taken a form almost round ^ (he described 
an oval). 'That lights which certainly was 
not of earthy I drank in with a kind of avidity 
which filled my whole being. It was a rapture 
and a joy beyond anything I had ever ima- 
gined. No words that I know can describe 
it. Still it was nothing compared to what 
followed. . . .' 

"Moothoosawny was gasping for breath. 
The bare recollection of what had taken place 
caused an emotion which was too great for his 
exhausted frame. I was afraid he was going 
to &int^ perhaps never to recover^ and almost 
repented having asked him to tell his story. 
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The extraordinary expression of his counten- 
ance^ howeverj made me hope it was only a 
passing exhaustion from the very depth of his 
feelings^ and I prayed with my whole heart 
that Our Lord would give him strength to 
conclude. This pause lasted some minutes; 
at last he continued^ with a face which I can 
only call illuminated with a kind of divine 

joy: 

" * Culickren innam culickren ... I drank in 
this delight — even now I drink it in! O 
Father 1 I could never have imagined happi- 
ness greater than that which, as it were, went 
through me at that moment. I could never be 
satisfied with the beauty of that light. It was 
ecstasy ! But, all of sudden, I began to dis- 
tinguish in the midst of the light, something 
much brighter even than that light. It was 
a figure, yes — the figure oialtdikini (a Queen). 
That light, so beautiful, was but a shadow, a 
mantle to, a glory round her 1 Oh, I drank 
it in — even now I drink of it V 

" Again there was a pause. My eyes were 
full of tears, and looking at Tom^ I saw the 
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tears also mimiiig down Us cheeks. The 
rongh audience behind ns was not less 
moved. It was not only the words^ bnt the 
illuminated expression of this dying face 
which was so inexpressibly touching. After 
a little time I asked Moothoosawny how 
he knew that the figure he saw was a 
Queen. 

'' 'Because I saw and felt it/ he replied; 'and 
in every way she was a Queen.^ 

" But, I continued^ since she was so beauti- 
ful, was she blacky as Indians are, or white, 
Uke the Europeans f 

'0 Father, she was neither black nor 
whita She was light — flight so far above 
the other glorious light around, though that 
had seemed to me before so inexpressibly 
beautiful. And she was a light, too, which I 
could look at ! And she was goodness as much 
as light I And then she had such a smile ! Oh^ 
I gazed at her, and drank it all in, and even 
now I drink 1 And I know she stayed there 
that I might do so. And I drank in the 
vision with my eyes, and with my heart, and 
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with my stretclied-ont arms, and with all the 
power of my souL And even now I drink it 
in— oh, I drink ! . . . How long she kept mo 
entranced with the sight of her I do not know. 
But at last she spoke to me— to me, a poor 
benighted Pagan, who knew her not as you 
Christians know her ; and what she said was 
as follows : 

" ' Moothoosawny ! pnt aside all yonr grief. 
The prander yon killed was not a god, bnt a 
creatnre of my Son's, by Whom all things 
were made. He is the only trne God — all 
beauty, all bliss, aU power, all goodness. 
From Him I come, from Him is all that is in 
me, all my happiness and brightness and 
glory. . . . Ton have kept the law of your 
conscience as you knew it. Then you have 
been put to the trial and found true. There- 
fore I am come to comfort you, and to tell 
you that you must get the spirit-cleansing 
water, not from any of the false preachers, 
but from the Catholic Swamy whom you see 
constantly going on yonder tower. Then you 
will be the child of the true God, and you 
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shall also be my chfld; and soon joa shall 
come into the Kingdom of my Son^ and whh 
meyjon Bhall drink o£His gJoiyandhappineGS 
for eyer and for everJ 

"" Haying said ihis^ she still smiled npon me 
that divine smiloj and stayed ooj that I might 
drink in her beaofy — and how I drank ! And 
oh, even now^ I do stQl drink ! • . / 

''Here emotion again choked his ntteimnce. 
I asked him what language the Kaikini spoke ; 
and as straightforwardly as, when asked 
whether ahe were white or black, he had said 
she was light, so he now answered: 'She 
spoke no langpoage. Father^ bnt she said it to 
me more plainly than words conld say if I 
was quite satisfied with his answer, and after 
he had taken breath, he went on : 

'' ' She disappeared as she had come, by 
degrees. Then the light also went away; veiy, 
very slowly it faded from my sight. I got np 
and mshed to the wall where the light had 
been. I scratched the place to make the light 
come back : bat it had gone, and I shall see 
it no more till I am with GU)d and the divine 
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Baikiiu. Afterwards I went back to my mat 
and hid my head in my hands^ and the whole 
night through I drank in the vision in thonght ; 
and even nowj I do drink I I no longer 
missed my sleep; this was better than any 
sleep to me. A load was lifted off my heart : 
my grief was gone. The vision has been my 
life ever since. My only pain has been not to 
get the spirit-cleansing water. I want itj as 
the Baikini told me to have it. Oh^ I conld 
not have died without it 1 Father^ give it me 
quickly, that I may go soon to drink of God 
and His happiness with the divine Baikini. . . • 
Swamy^ I have said the story.' 

"Among the serried mass of convicts behind 
me^ there had been such a stretch of deep 
attention and silence^ that when these last 
words fell from the lips of Moothoosawny, 
there was a rustle of limbs and a general 
movement of something like relief; but I saw 
that many of them were deeply impressed. 

"After a moment's rest, I thanked him 
warmly for his story, and said : 
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^' Tou see how the Providence of God has 
brought things about for you. Pirsfc, you 
observed faithfully the law that God has 
written in the heart of every man. You 
obeyed the dictates of your consciencej and 
in all things endeavoured to do what you 
thought good and right. Secondly, you en- 
dured unmerited sufferings persecution, and 
wrong; and you bore and accepted them all 
with patience and resignation. Such suffer- 
ings are good for sinful men, and win for us 
the mercy of God^ as they are a participation 
in the sufferings of Him Who suffered for us. 
And thirdly, you were favoured with the visit 
of the TKevamdddj the divine Mother^ the 
sweet and beautiful Baikini^ who consoled 
and comforted youj and pointed out to you the 
way of salvation. 

" And now, without any further delay^ I am 
going to give you Holy Baptism, the water- 
bath that cleanses the soul, and then you will 
be ready to go and drink for ever of the 
happiness of God. I will give you a name 
very dear to me — ^my own father bears it — 

* ♦ 3 
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the name of John Marj. Mary, yon know, 
is the name of the divine Baikini, and John 
means 'endowed with grace' — ^both names 
are most appropriate to yon. 

" He thanked me most heartily^ and the bean- 
tifal and solemn service was performed. After 
Baptism^ which all the surrounding Pagans 
witnessed, I gave him a crucifix and a medal, 
and received him also into the confraternity of 
the Scapular. Then I blessed and left him 
for that day ; and as we walked out of the gaol, 
it seemed both to me and Tom^ as if we were 
just waking from a dream, so impressed and 
delighted were we both with all we had seen 
and heard. 

" Three days after, Moothoosawny was dead. 
He had gone to his Lord and the divine 
Baikini to share her endless bliss. When I 
next saw the convicts, they told me how happily 
John Mary had died ; and from their different 
narratives I gathered the following words, 
which this predestined soul said frequently to 
those who came near his bed. 
. " ' How happy I am ! I know now I have 
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a soul, and that it will not be lost in eternal 
damnation, bnt will live for ever; and thatj 
with my divine Mother and Queen^ I shall be 
admitted into the bliss of Paradise^ and drink 
for ever of the waters of the river of 
God. , • • • 

" * When yon were sent to the gaol, yon con- 
sidered it a very great misfortune. For me, it 
has been the greatest blessing, though I did 
not deserve it. . . . If you were told you were 
going to die, you would be very sorry. But if 
I were not going to die very soon, I should be 
very much grieved ; for it is only through the 
gate of death that I can see the Light of 
Heaven. .... 

'' ' Ton do not know what will become of you 
when you die. But I am the child of God 
by Baptism. The divine B^ikini told me 
what I had to do, and I have done as she 
said. And now I am going with her to the 
Kingdom of her Son, my God I' 

''And repeating constantly words like these 
to the Pagans around him, Moothoosawny 
departed. Not a shadow of doubt or fear 

8—2 
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crossed his mind, and his face had the same 
snpernaturally joyful expression to the end 
which we had noticed when he was telling his 
story. His was a striking example of the way 
in which natural uprightness and conscientious 
honesty are ever rewarded by God. To such^ 
eyen miraculouslyj He vouchsafes special 
graces ; and enlightens, calls, and brings them 
into the true fold. How many such, even in 
our own land, are thus converted to the Faith ? 
But Moothoosawny^s history teaches us yet 
another lesson, i,e,, the great blessings which 
sufferings, borne with patience and resigna- 
tion, draw from . the Cross of Our Blessed 
Lord. All Pagan as he was, Moothoosawny 
accepted his unjust sentence without a word, 
as an atonement for his (imaginary) sin. How 
hard do we find it, albeit calling ourselves 
Christians, to accept pain and humiliation and 
unmerited contempt in silence, and in the 
spirit of our divine Master 1 

" Furthermore, this true story is, as it were, a 
fresh revelation of the part which Our Blessed 
Lady, as Mother of mercy and messenger of 
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good tidings^ is permitted to take in the salva- 
tion and sanctification of souls. 

''And if the reading of this short biography 
should incline one person to make a sacrifice^ 
however small^ in aid of heathen missions^ so 
as to enable the ' soul-cleansing water ^ to be 
poured on other Pagan brows like that of 
Moothoosawny, and send more missioners like 
this saintly Jesuit Father to labour amongst 
those who lie in darkness and the shadow of 
deaths my object will have been attained." 



SAVEEIAMMAL ; 

THI BTOBT or A BNAXI-BITS AND ITS CDBB. 

^TTE following narratiTe of one of the 
many incidents in the daily life of a 
holy Jesnit missionary willj I feel 
sore, be read with nnnsaal interest. 
How many snch conld be recorded 
which at present are only known to the priest 
and to God I And among the joys reserved 
for such faithful labourers in heaven, surely 
none will be greater than the eight of the 
Boul in bliss, whom they have been the means 
of saving from a darkness worse than death. 
I will give this story as nearly as possible in 
the Jesuit Father's own words : 
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In the year 1872, whilst living at Nega- 
patam, in Sonthem India, I used to go from 
onr beautiful College of St. Joseph to an 
Oratory where the East Indians meet for 
divine service. It was the 2nd of Decem- 
ber — ^that is, the Eve of the Feast of St. 
Francis Xavier, the Apostle of the Indies. 
This Feast is kept in an especial manner in 
Negapatam, as also in all the places visited 
by the great Saint. On this evening, Father 
C. had kindly volunteered to go with me to the 
Oratory and help me in hearing Confessions, 
which were often very numerous. On our 
way we passed, to the right, the houses of 
the town, and to the left a narrow common 
covered with brushwood, which divided the 
road from the sea-shore. 

''All of a sudden, about forty yards in 
advance of us, we saw a stout elderly man 
emerging from the bushes, apparently in a 
state of great excitement and distress. He 
was carrying a child in his arms, and in a few 
moments he was entirely surrounded by a 
group of Mahometans, the street opening into 
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the road in tlds quarter being exclusively 
inhabited by them. Not knowing the mean- 
ing of this crowd, we were preparing to turn 
to the other side of the road^ when we heard 
the man calling to us in a most imploring 
tone of voice, 'Swamimargall Swamimargal!' 
(Fathers 1 Fathers!) 

'' Immediately all heads were turned towards 
us ; and an opening was instantly made in the 
crowd to enable us to reach the man. We 
had no choice in the matter, and no time to 
consider. On approaching him, I asked him 
as kindly as I could, 'What was the matter V 
He replied, ' Swamy — the snake, the snake ! 
Look at the child I^ 

'' It was, indeed, a pitiful sight. The poor 
little creature had been badly bitten, and had 
what is called in this country the ' snake-rage' 
infused by the venom. She*was twisting and 
writhing like a snake; no tears or cries, for 
in that state they cannot utter a sound ; but 
she foamed at the mouth, and her eyes were 
rolling in the most fearful manner. 

'' I saw at once that the man was a pagan, 
for ho Had used the words ' Nalla pamboo,' 
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which means the ' Good snake / a name which 
the natives give to the Cobra di capello (or 
Spec-snake) : first, because it is one of their 
gods j and secondly, because they fear it so 
much that by flattery and cowardice they 
imagine it can be flattered by this appella- 
tion, which it so little deserves. The average 
number of victims to the cobra-bite in India 
amounts to upwards of two thousand ! 

*' ' That child will be dead in five minutes V 
Father C. said to me in French, so as not to 
be understood. 

" What a blessing, I replied, if we could 
baptize her, and so open to her the gates of 
heaven, and on the Eve of St. Francis Xavier's 
Feast, too 1 Poor little soul 1 What a sur- 
prise for her to wake up in Paradise; and 
how she would pray for us 1 

" ' Yes ! but if you wish to baptize her, there 
is no time to be lost. She has but a few 
minutes to live/ 

" ' Swamy !' eagerly interposed the old man, 
with tears in his eyes; 'Sagraal, sagraall' 
(She is dying, she is dying I) 

" During these few seconds, I was praying 
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in my mind with all my heart for light and 
guidance from the Holy Spirit to know what 
was best to be done. I was in the midst of a 
set of brutal beings who were the very in- 
carnation of fanaticism ; bat I was not afraid^ 
though I knew full well that they were capable 
of committing any sort of outrage upon us. 
To propose baptism at once, or simply to give 
it in the ordinary way, was exposing myself 
to failing altogether in the attempt. I had 
recourse therefore to stratagem^ and asked. 
Where did the snake bite her ? 

'' ' In the hand. Father/ 

''I examined the poor little skinny black 
hand, so like a paw, and saw two parallel 
streaks of the deadly fangs, exactly like the 
scratches of a thorn. There was no blood j 
but the venom had been instilled by those 
two slight tearings of the skin, and was doing 
its work rapidly. 

'''Swamyl' continued the poor old man, 
' she will be dead in an instant. Oh, do make 
haste and give her a niarundoor (a remedy). 

" * But, my good friend, lam a Catholic S wamy ; 
therefore I can but give a Catholic marundoo.' 
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" ' That doesn't matter, provided it be good. 
But, Swamy, sikramy sikram !* (haste, haste !) 

" I whispered in French to my companion; 
that, under the circumstances, I was going to 
baptize her on the hand instead of on the head, 
and asked him if he thought it would be 
valid and lawful ? Father C. replied in the 
affirmative, but added : 

"'I think you are considering about it too 
long ; for the poor little creature will be dead 
if you don't make haste !' 

" ' Swamy, sikram — sagraal P again shouted 
the poor man, and the cry was taken up by 
the Mahometans round us. 

" Water ! I cried ; and in a moment a tall, 
powerful Mussulman ran into the nearest 
house, returning in a second, bringing with 
him a vessel containing water. This he pre- 
sented to me with a deep salaam. I dipped 
my finger into it, and, lifting it up, I examined 
the drop that hung from the tip of my finger, 
partly to make sure it was pure water, and 
partly to divert the attention of the people 
from my real purpose. I thought that by 
acting in this way they would imagine I was 
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trosting to the yirtae of tlie water itself to 
effect the cure of the child. Then addressing 
the man who had the poor little dying crea- 
ture in his arms^ I said: I have told yon 
distinctly thatj being a Catholic priest^ I can 
only apply a Catholic remedy. Do you still 
persist in asking for it 7 

** ' Make haste !' shouted the man^ with an 
accent of despair^ ' she is dying ! Give your 
remedy, whatever it may be — sikram, sikram P 

'^ I then asked my companion to pay atten- 
tion and notice if I performed the ceremony 
properly in intention, water, and words. I 
could not help feeling a certain amount of 
nervousness and emotion. Recollecting my- 
self for a moment in fervent prayer, I then 
took the poor little bitten hand, plunged it in 
the water, washed it thoroughly, and said : 
' Saveriammal 1* (Xavier), ^ I baptize thee in 
the Name of the Father, and of the Son, and 
of the Holy Ghost. Amen.' 

'' In my thoughts, that little soul was almost 
darting from its poisoned frame to the blissful 
realms of the angels ; but, turning to the man 
who held her in his arms, I simply said : 
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'^ Atchuda !* (It is done). 

*' ' Already V he exclaimed. 'Is that all V 

" ' I can add something else,' I answered. 
And standing erect, with as much dignity as 
I could — the dress I wore helping towards it 
very much — with my arm stretched out at full 
length, I blessed the child, using the ordinary 
Latin formula : ' Benedictio te. . . The bless- 
ing of God Almighty, Father, Son, and Holy 
Ghost, descend upon thee now, and remain 
with thee for ever. Amen/ 

" Then, making an imperative sign for the 
people to make way — for the crowd had so 
increased as to block up the road altogether — 

Father and I went away with thankful 

hearts, congratulating ourselves upon such a 
happy event, and joyfully saying to one 
another : ' What a surprise for that poor, dear 
Uttle soul ! How she will look down upon us 
and bless us for being the instruments of her 
eternal happiness ! But God alone knows the 
good done by the propagation of the faith, or 
the favours obtained . by some^ hidden soul, 
whose prayers and good deeds have called 
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down the grace of Baptism oa tliis poor 
heathen child at the very honr of death.' 

'* We went through our work that evening as 
nsualj and returned to the college without any 
further thought of the incident of the child — 
our daily life was so full of incidents ! 

'^ The next morning I went with the same 
Father to celebrate the Feast of St. Francis 
Xavier at the Oratory. On returning to the 
college, a little after nine o'clock^ shut up in a 
buUock-coachj to shelter us from the over- 
powering heat of the sun, we were suddenly 
stopped at that part of the road where I had 
baptized the child the previous evening. I 
called out to the driver : What is the matter ? 

" He answered : ' Swamy, look at the man !' 

I opened the little Venetian blind and saw, 
hastening towards us, the man whose dying 
child I had baptized. When he had come 
dose to us, I said : 

''Well, my poor fellow, did she die very 
soon after we left f 

"Ho replied joyfully: 'But, Swamy, you 
oured her I She did not die at all !' 
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"Did she not? I replied BorrowfuUy, I 
thonglit she would have been better with God 
and the angels. Bat then^ fearing lest my 
incantioas words Bbonld have hurt the poor 
man's feelings^ I changed my tone. After 
all^ if God had been thus pleased to work 
a miracle in order to strike those rude minds 
with wonder^ and give them a higher idea of 
the ' GathoKc Beniedy/ I had but one thing to 
do — to admire and adore His wisdom and sub- 
mit my poor judgment. So^ turning to the 
pagauj I said: Look here^ my good man. 
This wonderful cure can only be the work of 
God^ and I rejoice at it and congratulate you 
with all my heart. But at the same time I 
have some very serious things to say to you. 

*' ' What are they, S wamy ? Your servant is 
attentive.' 

" I was silent for a few moments, asking the 
assistance of the Holy Ghpst to find a solu- 
tion for the difficulty — for this child was now 
a Christian; her parents and relations were 
all pagans. When I baptized her, it was with 
the conviction, nay, with the natural certainty, 



48 True Wayside Tales. 

tliat she was dying. But now that little re- 
generated soul mnst be saved from heathen- 
ism — her Christian education must be secured. 
But howf To gain time^ I asked the man 
what had taken place. He replied : 

'' ' Swamy, I will tell you ; it is very simple. 
The child was dying, as you and we all saw. 
The viaham (venom) had almost driven all 
the life out of her; only one spark was left 
when the Swamy applied the ma/rundoO' 
One moment more, and you were letting her 
die I' he added bitterly, seeming as if he could 
not forgive me for having delayed so long 
saving his child. This, by the way, may 
serve to illustrate the high idea the pagans in 
India have of the power of the Catholic priest. 
I remember a magistratOj who professed him- 
self a bigoted Protestant, once saying to me : 

" ' Wherever the cassock of the Catholic 
priest passes, it leaves behind it — ^perhaps un- 
known to the wearer — a secret influence which 
one cannot help feeling, although one may 
laugh at it and be unable to account for it.' 

''I answered; 

" The reason is simply that he is an or- 
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dained piiesl;. It is not his dress^ bat the 
divine character which he has received. 

" But, to return to my story. 

'' ' At last/ continued the man ; ' the S wamy 
complied with my request. The marundoo 
was applied upon the bitten hand, and as 
soon as the ma'iiindoo entered, the viaham 
began to withdraw and life returned. And 
the more the manmdoo went in, the quicker it 
drove the visham 2kYf^jj until the whole life 
had come back and no visham remained. We 
were all delighted; all the people congratu- 
lated me. And a few moments after the child 
was quite well, and went to play with her 
companions on the sands. And now I am 
come to thank you. That is all that took place.' 

'^ On hearing this simple, unsophisticated 
description, which I have translated literally, 
we also were very joyful, and congratu- 
lated him ; but, in the meanwhile, the 
inspiration had come. I wished by my manner 
to impress upon him the extreme importance 
of what I was going to say ; and to make 
sure that we had heard and understood cor- 
ns 4$ 4 
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rectly, I told him to listen attentively and 
repeat after me every word I said. 

" ' Swamy, I listen and will repeat/ he 
observed quietly. 

" Yon must remember, when you insisted 

on my giving a remedy to yonr child 

" He interposed. ' Bat, Father, she is my 
grandchild,' I continued : 

" Well, your grandchild ; it is the same 
thing. Before giving the marundoo I repeat- 
edly declared to you that, being a Catholic 
Swamy, I could only give a Catholic marun- 
doo ; but, still, you persisted in asking for it. 
Well, the Catholic marundoo has made that 
child a Catholic and a Christian. 

" ' Alas, alas ! Swamy, can this be true V he 
replied with evident grief and dismay. 

" Well, my first feeling was to be sad that 
she did not die, I answered; but I refrained 
from indulging in that impulse. But are you 
now sorry that she is alive f Would you 
sooner see her dead than a Christian f 

" ' No, Father. But I did not know that the 
marundoo would make her a Christian I' 
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" You cannot help it now ; neither can I. 
She is a Christian, Will you repeat this f 

"And he repeated the words with very 
tolerable accuracy. Then I went on : 

" Listen now to the second thing I have to 
say, which is perhaps even more important. 

" The poor fellow drew himself up and stood 
before us in an attitude of profound attention, 
giving one the idea that he was afraid of 
hearing something even more dreadful. 

" You have just been telling me that as the 
Christian ma/rundoo was applied, the visham 
disappeared, and I have told you that the 
marundoo made the child a Catholic. Now, 
mark well my words. The moment you try to 
make that child a pagan again, in any way 
whatever, the marundoo will go away and the 
visham will return. (Of course I meant the 
venom of the infernal snake.) 

" Here the man protested with great earnest- 
ness that he would never allow such a thing 
to be done, and faithfully repeated that part 
of my charge. 

"Now for the third, I resumed. Listen 

4—2 
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as attentiively as before. According to your 
own words, the life this child had received 
through its parents was gone. The visham 
had driven\it away. Then, just at the last 
moment, I put another life into her — quite a 
new life, did I not ? 
" ' You did, Swamy.' 

" Well; by giving her this new life, I have 
become her father. She is now my child. 
Is not that very clear ? 

'* While I was uttering these last words with 
great emphasis, my pagan friend was gazing 
at me in mute astonishment As soon as I 
had finished speaking, he exclaimed with joy ' 
" ' lenna maghime ! ienna sandSsham! ' (0 ! 
what an honour I what a happiness !) 

" I was delighted, and most thankful to God 
that he had taken this announcement with 
such pleasure. And I wound up my speech 
with the following most important conclusion : 
" Therefore, I must have all the rights of a 
father and mother over this child. I must 
look after her education and choose her school. 
When I pass here, she must be taught to come 
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to me, and I will give her fruit and sweets. 
First of all, I will give her some clothes^ that 
she may be fit to appear before me. And 
then I will see that she is properly instructed 
in her religion. When the all-important time 
comes for her to be given in marriage, my 
sanction must first be obtained, as her after- 
depends on such a step. Will you promise this ? 
'' All was repeated with the utmost exact- 
ness by the man, who faithfully kept his share 
of the agreement, and everything was done as 
I desired as long as I remained in the Mission, 
the child growing up a faithful little Christian. 
When I was obliged to leave, I recommended 
her specially to a zealous Catholic old woman 
in the place, who loved the child, knew her 
whole history, and felt deeply interested in 
her welfare. I also gave over my paternal 
rights and charge to the Father who suc- 
ceeded me in the Mission, and who has faith- 
fully carried out my wishes, only keeping for 
myself a most consoling remembrance of God's 
mercy and infinite goodness, to whom be all 
love and glory for ever and for ever. Amen." 
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THE DANGER OF ILL-BEGITLATED AFFECTION. 




[N a large workroom of an orphanage in 
London, a group of elder girls were 
^^ sitting. The Sister in charge had left 
a few minutes before, and so the chil- 
dren chattered freely to one another. 

'' I hope I shall be going to service soon," 
exclaimed a tall, fair girl, who was busy put- 
ting the last stitches to a lady^s night-gown. 
'' I am sick to death of this place and the work 
and the whole thing, and I'm sure it^s high 
time I should do something.^' 

'' Well, I don't feel as you do,'' replied a 
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young, modest^lookiiig girl^ whom we shall 
call Mary, " I have been here so long now 
that it is to me like home^ and I should feel so 
strange in a new place/' 

" Mark my words/' cried a third, whose name 
was Theresa^ in a loud merry voice, '' things 
always go by contraries in this blessed world : 
you'll see that Mary will be the first to be sent 
off) and you, Bessie^ will have to stay on, for 
I only heard Sister Agnes say the other day, 
' that she didn't know what she should do 
when all the big, strong girls left the Home — 
there would be no one to do the work.' " 

Bessie pouted, but further conversation was 
interrupted by the entrance of the Superior, 
with a pleasing-looking lady of about thirty, 
accompanied by a sturdy little boy of six. 
The children, of course, all rose, and the 
Superior, touching Mary on the shoulder, said : 

" This is the girl I thought of for you, Mrs, 
Bristowe. She is a very good needlewoman, 
and has given us great satisfaction during the 
time she has been here." 

"May I speak to her alone for a few 
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momentB f " replied the lady ; and on the Supe- 
rior s assenting, Mary was desired to follow 
the lady into the next room, where she was 
very kindly spoken to, and asked if she woald 
mind going to Australia. Mary started, and 
Mrs. Bristowe continued : '' My husband has 
an appointment in Sydney, and I am going 
out to meet him with my two children — the 
little boy you saw and a baby girl. I waat a 
girl like you to help me with them and be their 
nursery-maid. Of course I should superintend 
everything myself; but what I seek principally 
for is a giri of good principles and a good 
Catholic, who will be nice and gentle with the 
children, and tesrch them holy and good ways 
when I am not by. Will you do this ?" 

The Superior at that moment came in, and 
Mary looked inquiringly from one to the other, 
not knowing what answer to give. 

" I think you may say ' Yes,^ Mary, to Mrs. 
Bristowe's offer," replied the Superior. " She 
is a very kind, good mistress. And you, 
madam," she continued, turning to the lady, 
" will, I am sure, be pleased with Mary. She 
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is an orphan^ and has no parents or brothers 
or sisters to leave-— only an old annt, who 
supported her before she came in here. But 
she is of a very respectable family^ and has 
always borne a good character. She is also a 
beantifnl needlewoman, and very handy with 
children. I can always trust her with the little 
ones in the Home." 

Mary coloured with pleasure at this unex- 
pected praise from her Superior, and soon after 
the lady took her leave, only stopping to give 
some directions as to her outfit^ and promising 
to let, her know when the day was fixed for the 
ship to leave the docks. 

Mary went back to her companions in a 
kind of daze. What a change had one short 
half -hour made in her prospects for the future ! 
It was the hour of recreation^ and all the girls 
gathered round her eagerly to hear the news 
she had to bring. When she announced her 
destination, Theresa exclaimed : 

'' Didn't I tell you so ? And she will see 
kangaroos and parrots, and no end of beautiful 
things I" 
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But Mary did not quite know whether to 
laugh or cry^ and was glad when she could go 
quietly to the chapel and pour out her heart to 
One Who, in her lonely childhood, had been 
her best Friend, and to Whom she earnestly 
committed her future life. 

She was only fifteen, but she was old and 
thoughtful for her age : and, as the Superior 
said, she had no near relations to leave. 
Still, she was of a very affectionate nature, and 
her heart clung to the Home and the Sisters 
she had known so long j while she dreaded 
above everything going among perfect 
strangers. The next few weeks, however, 
were so busily employed, that she had hardly 
time to think. Her outfit was necessarily a 
peculiar one. She was to have loose jackets 
and skirts for the voyage j a sun-bonnet, and 
cool white clothes — ^for they were to arrive in 
summer-time, though it would be Christmas in 
England. But at last the eve of her de- 
parture came, and once more she knelt at 
Benediction in the little chapel which had 
witnessed her Confirmation and first Com- 
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mnnion^ and cried as if her heart would break. 
The children and Sisters were all sorry to part 
with her^ though Sister Agnes did her best to 
give her courage and hope. 

" You will find the same Lord at the Anti- 
podes as here^'' she said softly to the weeping 
girl. '' Don't you remember the Clock of Holy 
Mass which Sister Helena showed you the other 
day^ and pointing out how^ owing to the differ- 
ence of time, the Holy Sacrifice is being 
offered up at every hour of the day and night 
throughout the world? So we shall be 
always united in thought and prayer there^ 
though our bodies may be far away from each 
other." 

Mary was soothed, if not comforted; and 
the next morning the bustle and hurry of de- 
parture left no time for many leave-takings. 

'^ I have only one fear for her/' said Sister 
Agnes to the Superior, as the cab drove away. 
" Her human affections are so strong, that if, 
unhappily, she falls in love by-and-by with 
some unprincipled man or other, she will 
sacrifice everything to him 1" 
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" Let us hope her Guardian Angel will keep 
her from that, as from all other evils," replied 
the Sister Superior ; and then each went to their 
respective work, and Mary was henceforth 
remembered only in their prayers. 

And Mary herself ? For the first twenty- 
four hours the strangeness of everything on 
board ship, the uncomf ortableness of the stuffy 
cabin, and the noises of the crew simply be- 
wildered her. Then came a period of bitter 
misery. When prostrated by sea-sickness in 
the Bay of Biscay, she felt as if she would 
have been thankful to anyone to throw her 
overboard, so that it might only come to an 
end I But after three or four days she got 
better, and the little ones too, of whom she 
had the charge ; though she had been utterly 
useless at first, and poor Mrs. Bristowe, who^ 
luckily, was not sea-sick, had acted as nurse to 
both her «nd the children. They were steam- 
ing by the Cape route, as being far cheaper 
than by the Suez Canal; and so presently 
found themselves in smooth water and in the 
midst of an ocean of beauty, which Mary 
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was never weary of admiring. Their passage 
was rapid and successful, stopping only a 
couple of days at Cape Town ; and in less time 
than Mary had dared hope for^ she found 
herself steaming up the beautiful Sydney 
harbour, and soon after landed in safety. 

I will pass over the next four or five years. 
Mary speedily won the affections of the chil- 
dren, and the confidence of her master and 
mistress, and might have remained for ever in 
their service, but for the following circum- 
stance. In a house adjoining Mr. Bristowe's 
lived a young man of rather gentlemanlike 
appearance, employed in some work in the 
city. Mary had frequently met him when out 
walking with the children, and on one occa- 
sion, when they were overtaken by a sudden 
storm, he had hastened to get them a carriage ; 
and thus an acquaintance sprang up, which 
increased by degrees into a mutual liking, and 
on Mary's side into a warm affection. She 
became restless and unhappy whenever a day 
passed without their meeting, and at last he 
formally proposed for her in marriage. 
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Mary was wild with delight^ and not at all 
prepared to listen to the prudent remonstrances 
of her mistress. Mrs. Bristowe made careful 
inquiries about this young man^ whose name 
was HoUis; and what she heard was not 
satisfactory. He seemed rich, yet had no 
regular occupation, or any visible means of 
subsistence. But, above all, he was a Pro- 
testant j and she could not bear the idea of 
Mary's making a mixed marriage. Howeverj 
all her arguments were thrown away upon the 
girl, who was simply madly in love with him, 
and would not listen to reason. And the end 
of it was, that one fine morning they were 
married in the Catholic Church; for on that 
point he had yielded — seeming, in fact, indif- 
ferent to every kind of religion. Mary, how- 
ever, argued from this very indifEerence that 
she would easily convert him, little knowing 
the character of the man with whom she had 
to deal. 

For the first few months all went on happily. 
He found that Mary had been well and care- 
fully educated, and made use of her in writing 
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letters^ wliicli at first slie did nob quite under- 
stand^ but wHcli at last made her uncomfort- 
able. She found lie was continually engaging 
in new speculations, some of wHcli appeared to 
her straightforward^ honest nature of a very 
dubious kind. But when she remonstrated 
with him^ or asked 'for explanations^ she was 
silenced by being told that she knew nothing 
of business transactions^ and that her duty 
was simply to write what he told her. Stilly 
she did not cease loving him fondly^ though 
her trust in him was somewhat weakened. All 
of a sudden^ he announced to her that a certain 
scheme of his haying failed, he was going at 
once to America, as he had heard of a good 
opening in New York. 

Mary had got attached to her new home, 
and left it with regret; but the uncertainty 
in which they had lately lived, and a certain 
nameless dread which had come over her as to 
some of her husband's proceedings, made her 
rejoice in any change which might break the 
intimacy he had formed with persons who, 
she feared, were leading him astray. 
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They sailed accordingly from Sydney the 
following monthj and had a prosperous and 
uneventful voyage, except in one particular. 

Among the passengers was a certain Mrs. 
Smith, whom her husband introduced to her 
as his particular friend, and begged her to 
cultivate her acquaintance, as she would be of 
great use to them in New York. 

This Mrs. Smith was a very pretty woman, 
but there was something about her which 
Mary did not like. However, she did her best 
to please her, in accordance with her husband's 
wishes ; and Mrs. Smith herself seemed to take 
a great fancy to Mary, and was with her and 
her husband continually. When they arrived 
at their destination, Hollis took a lodging for 
himself and his wife next to Mrs. Smith's, on 
the plea that she would be of such help to 
Mary in her housekeeping. Mary would infi- 
nitely have preferred managing things in her 
own way, to submitting to the constant inter- 
ference of this woman, who seemed to her to 
be never out of the house. At last her 
jealousy was aroused, a^nd she resolved to 
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watch her husband's proceedings more nar-* 
newly than before. The result waSj that she 
discovered that her fears were only too well 
founded; and in despair at the proyed infidelity 
of one whom she still so passionately loved^ 
she dashed out of the house and threw herself 
into the riyer^ determining in her mad rage to 
die sooner than see his affections given to 
another. Bescued by some boatmen^ she was 
carried unconscious to a house^ which provi- 
dentially happened to be a convent of Sisters 
of Mercy. Their tender, loving care restored 
her to life and reason ; and the wise and holy 
advice of the good old priest of the Convent 
made her realize the sin of which she had been 
guilty in her rash attempt at suicide^ and the 
gratitude she owed to God for her merciful 
escape from death. She went once more to 
her duties^ which her late unhappiness had 
prevented her doing. And then her husband 
came to her, apparently thoroughly ashamed 
and penitent, and persuaded her to return to 
their home. Moreover, to her great joy, he 
announced his intention of placing himself 
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under instmction to become a Catholic. He 
did sOj was received into the Chnrch, and made 
his first Communion by Mary's side^ at God's 
altar. 

Her happiness^ for a time, was now com- 
plete j but then^ again^ doubts assailed her as 
to their way of life. At one moment they 
were very rich ; Bib another they had not enough 
to pay their weekly bills. The truth was^ that 
HoUis was a man who^ as the saying is, lived 
by his wits. He was continually starting 
Bubble Companies of different kinds (for 
which Mary had to write the prospectuses and 
advertisements) ; and strangely enough he 
always seemed to find people ready to take the 
shares, and contrived, when successive crashes 
came, to persuade the |unhappy shareholders 
that no fault rested with himself^ although he 
had all the while lived on their investments. 

However^ this state of things could not go 
on for ever; and one day he informed Mary 
that he had had a bad run of luck — ^that he 
was compelled, in consequence, to go to Eng- 
land for a time^ and asked her to take a situa- 
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tion daring Iiis absencej promising to send for 
her as soon as his affairs were settled. 

Mary submitted with a heavy hearty and 
took a place as cook and housekeeper, for 
which her married life had well fitted her. 

Nothing was heard of her husband for some 
months, when Mary received a most affection- 
ate letter from him, saying that his affairs were 
righted^ and begging her to lose no time in 
joining him in England. He .omittedj how- 
ever to send her any money, and she had not 
been long enough in her place to earn much. 
However, by selling all she could, down to her 
wedding-ring, she contrived to realize the 
sum required for, the passage^ and started 
joyfully to rejoin him. 

On her arrival in London^ she went straight 
to the address he had given her, only to hear, 
to her dismay, that he had the day before 
started to return to New York. On explaining 
who she waSj the lodging-house-keeper replied^ 
with a quiet sneer^ that it was impossible she 
should be his wife^ as he had brought his wife 
with him : that Mr. and Mrs. Hollis had been 

5—2 
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there all the time^ and had left together for 
New York ; *' and a very pretty woman she is," 
added the man^ '' and they seemed devoted to 
one another ;" saying which, he shut the door 
in Mary's face. 

At first, she was too stunned to understand 
what had happened. Then the full extent of 
her misery burst upon her. It was evident 
that her husband had deceived her all along^ 
and had simply come to England to live with 
Mrs. Smith. Worse than all, his reception 
into the Church had been only a sham to 
restore her confidence in him, and his con- 
fession and Communion had been sacrilegious. 
He had purposely sent for her to England in 
order to be able to return himself to New 
York, and get her out of the way ; and he had 
lef b her utterly destitute, without a penny to 
live upon. Even her wedding-ring was gone I 
How would anyone believe that she was his 
lawful wife? How face her own friends in 
such a state of misery ? The whole extent of 
his villany came before her at a moment when 
she was weakened by her long and stormy 
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voyage, whicli she had borne cheerfully as 
long as she was buoyed up with the hopes of 
rejoining him; and bitterest of all was the 
conviction which forced itself upon her, that 
he had never loved her, and that she had 
wasted all the devotion of her heart and life 
on an unworthy object. All this was too much 
for a mind and body enfeebled by the strain 
of the last few weeks; and thus, maddened 
by despair, she determined again to destroy 
herself. 

Going into a chemist's shop^ she bought 
some rat-poison in powder : luckily there were 
two or three little packets, and one of them 
got wet in her hand and dissolved before she 
could swallow it. But having asked for a 
glass of water afc a baker's shop, she rapidly 
poured into it the remaining powders, and 
drank off the whole contents of the glass 
at one draught. 

Taken almost instantly with strong convul- 
sions, she was removed to St. George's 
Hospital, where the usual remedies were 
applied ; but for some time her life was de- 
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spaired of, and her sufferings were terrible. 
However, natural strength of constitution 
enabled her to pull through, though she was 
a long time before she recovered either health 
or strength. This period of suffering was to 
her a season of grace. The devoted Catholic 
lady visitor who attended her ward heard her 
whole history, and set herself to work to heal 
that broken heart and bring her back to a 
better mind. 

In the long and weary convalescence which 
followed, she had plenty of time to take a 
review of her past life ; and then clearly saw, 
for the first time, how her ill-regulated passion 
for this man had been the root of all her mis* 
fortunes — how, in her mad love, she had for- 
gotten her Lord, and sacrificed even her religion 
to please him. She resolved, w^th the help of 
God, if ever she recovered, to banish him 
from her thoughts, and endeavour by a life of 
humble piety and devotion to make amends 
for the past, and give up all idea of rejoining 
him. 

And God raised her up from her sick-bed. 
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and gave lier once more health and strength; 
and Mary kept her word^ and is now a model 
to all of a devout and fervent Christian. She 
has obtained an excellent situation^ and is 
loved and respected by her employers for her 
conscientious discharge of every duty. Once 
only did the temptation come strongly upon 
her to return to America^ when she came 
accidentally upon a large printed advertisement 
of a scheme, bearing Hollis's name, which had 
succeeded in a marvellous degree: but she 
resisted it, and continues to lead the same 
humble but edifying life, remembering the 
object of her misplaced affection only in her 
prayers, which are daily offered up for his 
repentance and real conversion. And who 
shall say that such prayers, from one who had 
been his victim, may not some day draw down 
the mercy of God on the soul of that bad man, 
and bring him to repentance 7 



THE BAD EFFECTS OF SPOILING 

CHILDREN. 

jHIS true tale was related to me by a 
very devoted and holy worker among 
thepoorin different Missions throagh- 
oub England and "Wales, with the per- 
mission to make use of it for this 
litfcle series. I have only omitted names and 
places in her narrative, lest it should fall into 
the hands of anyone connected with the poor 
child, to whom its recital might give pain. 




[ "I was employed at one time in working in 
a very poor Mission in South "Wales. It was 
in a beautiful part of thQ country, but in- 
habited by a scanty population, chiefly of 
miners or colliers, as there were large iron- 
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works in the district. Amongst these poor 
people about a hundred were Catholics, but 
they were all in the same dead level of poverty. 
The wages were low; of furniture they had 
next to nona The possessor of a tea-tray was 
looked upon as something quite above the 
average; and as for a silver spoon^ such an 
article could not be found in the whole dis- 
trict. 

" It may be easily imagined that the Catholic 
Mission, under such circumstances^ had a very 
hard struggle for existence. It was a tiuy 
buildings which served both as school and 
chapel^ and its ornaments were naturally of 
the humblest description. One great want 
was an harmonium to help the children's 
voices; but when it was with such difficulty 
that even the wine was obtained for the Holy 
Sacrifice, such a luxury as that was not to be 
thought of. 

^^ I had been toiling for some months in the 
tiny school, helped only by a little governess 
whose lameness prevented her doing anything 
better, when certain family circumstances 
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necessitated my absence for a time. During 
this visit, which I was paying in the north, I 
received one day a letter from the parish 
priest, saying that a new family had come to 
the place, and that amongst them there was a 
yonng girl evidently very superior in birth and 
station, who had been well educated, could 
play and sing, and had offered to procure an 
harmonium for the chapel. But he added 
* that he wished I were at home, as there was 
something strange and excitable about her ; 
and he did not like putting her in charge of 
the school unless there were some one of a cer- 
tain age, like myself, to look after her/ 

" I replied — ^rather flippantly, I am afraid — 
that I was very curious to see this Phoenix 
who had suddenly lighted upon our poor 
Mission, and that I would come back as soon 
as the illness of my sister would allow me. 
My answer rather affronted the good priest, 
so that when I returned he was mute about 
the girl, and evaded all my inquiries after 
her. 

*' Every Sunday I used to make a huge fire 
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in a room adjoining the school^ to warm and 
dry the poor women who came from a long 
distance oyer the hills to Mass ; and it hap« 
pened soon after I came back that one of my 
favourites^ Molly^ told me of a new Catholic 
family^ living up nearly at the top of a moun- 
tain near us, who were ill and in great distress 
— both the mother and daughter — and I re- 
solved on the first opportunity to go and look 
them up and see how I could help them. I 
spoke to the priest on the subject^ bnt^ to my 
surprise, he discouraged my idea in every pos- 
sible way. However, on the first festival, 
which happened to be that of All Saints, when 
Mass was over and the school closed, I renewed 
my proposal and asked him to accompany me. 
He then said that he would go with me to the 
top of the mountain, as it was not safe for mo 
to go alone, with so many miners and people of 
bad character about. 

'' ' But,' he added, ' I will not go up with you 
to the cottage, for the people there have in- 
sulted ma I went up while you were awaj', 
and though I saw the woman at the door as I 
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was toiling np the hill, when I arrived there it 
was shut in my face ; and though I knocked 
and knocked, no one would open it or give any 
sign of life. I have found out that they are 
Irish, and Catholics; but they have never been 
to their duties, and I am afraid yon will not 
get in either. If you succeed, I will follow 
you a little later/ 

" We started accordingly, and when within 
sight of the dwelling, which was a tumble- 
down f armer^s house, he sat down to wait for 
me, and I went on alone. I had seen a woman 
washing some poor clothes at the door, but, 
afraid of meeting with the same treatment as 
the priest, I determined to go round behind 
the house, and so come upon her suddenly to 
prevent her retreat. All happened as I fore- 
saw, and when she turned round and saw me 
standing by the open door, she started with an 
exclamation of terror at my unexpected appear- 
ance. I reassured her as well as I could, said I 
had heard she was ill, and that I had come to 
see if I could not be of use to her ; adding : 

''I am very tired with the long walk up 
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here^ and I am sore yon will not refuse to let 
me go in and rest myself a little while before I 
return. 

^' She nervously assented, and led the way 
into the house^ which was miserably poor 
and comfortless. She dusted a chair for me 
to sit down upon^ and I then perceived 
the broken state of the furniture^ not a 
chair or a table having its full complement 
of legs. Evidently, I thought, these poor 
people have seen better days, and are now 
ashamed of their poverty. However, I began 
talking to her about her health, and then in- 
quired after her daughter, asking if I might 
not see her also ? 

^' At this question, the poor woman became 
more and more nervous and distressed, and at 
last said ' she would go up and see ;' and I 
presently heard her lame step going up the 
stairs, and apparently a warm altercation 
going on above. At last the old woman 
stumped down again, and, with evident sur- 
prise and joy, announced that 'her girl was 
coming down/ 
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'^ At tliis moment the priest opened the door 
and joined me^ and in a few seconds I heard a 
light step on the stairs, and a vision of snch 
beauty stood before me that I remained 
amazed at the apparition. She was a 
yonng girl of aboat twenty-one, with faultless 
features and figure^ dressed in a loose dress- 
ing-gown quilted and opened in fronts showing 
a beautifully-worked petticoat and dainty shoes 
and stockings, while her dark brown hair curled 
in natural curls on her fine marble forehead. 
Her eyes were dark grey, with long lashes 
which rested on her cheek. The only thing 
which spoiled the extreme beauty of her face 
was an expression of unutterable scorn and 
pride. 

^' She did not deign to take anynotice of me, 
but passed on to the priest, shaking hands 
with him as with an old acquaintance ; and I 
felt directly that she was the young musician 
of whom he had written. ThQ.t she belonged 
to the old woman in any way seemed to 
me impossible. Whilst she was talking, the 
door again opened, and admitted a man of 
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very honest and respectable appearance^ 
though his dress was worn and old. 

''The priest at once reproached him with 
never having come to see him or gone to his 
duties ; and the poor man replied respectfully 
that ' he would explain the cause to his Reve- 
rence/ which he did, while I entered into 
conversation with the old woman^ who had 
not 'much English/ as she said^ and found 
out that what they wanted most was food^ 
especially of a kind which would tempt her 
child's delicate appetite — that she had had 
brain fever and been very ill ; and that since 
they had taken that miserable iskTm, things 
had gone from bad to worse, and that they 
were very nearly starved. It was the want of 
clothes which had kept them from the chapel^ 
especially of shoes; and that want I deter- 
mined to supply. On further inquiry, I dis- 
covered that the man was thoroughly respect- 
able and a good workman; that he had 
excellent recommendations from his previous 
employers ; but that he had been deceived in 
taking this farm, which belonged to a petty 
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triadesman who had cheated him in every way^ 
and that his only anxiety was to obtain some 
other employment and give it np. 

'^ I was able^ after a short time^ to get a very 
good place for him with a friend of mine in 
the neighbourhood ; and then I heard, bit by 
bit, the story of the family, and especially of 
the mysterious girl whose appearance and 
manners had so surprised me. Their history 
was as follows : 

" The father and mother were of a respect- 
able family, in the west of Ireland. The man 
had always held good situations — ^first as a 
better- class labourer, and then as gardener in 
a gentleman^s family. They had only one 
sorrow, and that was the loss of their chil- 
dren. They had had several, but all had died 
soon after their birth. At last the poor 
mother, who was a very fervent Catholic, 
determined to go on a pilgrimage to a 
certain very holy old priest, living in a wild 
and mountainous district, and looked upon as 
a saint by all the people far and wide. She 
went on foot, in spite of her state — for she was 
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again with cUld — and implored his prayers 
that she might this time have a child who 
shonldbe spared to their desolate home. The 
old priest^ Father Patrick^ blessed and consoled 
her^ and promised her that her wish shoold 
be fulfiUed. 

'' She came home joyfully^ and soon after 
gaye birth to a little girl, who grew and 
throve to her heart's delight ; and who, more- 
over, developed into a most nnnsnal and 
extraordinary beanty. She became the idol of 
both father and mother, and, in fact, of every- 
one about the place. She had an innate grace 
which is sometimes seen in Irish girls, even of 
the lowest class, and a winning smile and 
manner which won the hearts of everyooe. 
Unhappily, in their intense love and admiration 
of their beantifol child, the poor parents never 
thought of rooting out the seeds of vanity, 
selfishness, and pride which were in her nature, 
but indulged her in every whim and wish, 
and thought only of how they could best 
minister to her pleasure. Finally, they took 
an unhappy resolution to leave their native 
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comjAry, where^ at any ratOj ilie child had a 
pure, healthy and innocent life, and remove to 
England in order that she might have greater 
educational advantages^ and above all^ acqaire 
ap English accent. 

" They went to Clifton, and Norah (for so the 
girl was called) was placed in a Dominican 
School which had been founded by the well- 
known and beloved ^Mother Margaret/ There^ 
thongb she was quick and clever^and got on well 
with her studies, she was not at all a fovourite 
with the nunSj who soon discovered her &ults, 
and especially her indomitable pride. On the 
other hand^ she greatly attracted the Bishop 
and all the visitors to the Convent, partly by 
her great beauty and charm of manner^ and 
partly from her quickness and ability. A 
]itde anecdote of her school-life will give an 
index to her character, 

'^ One day. Mother Margaret, whose visits 
were rare, she being Provincial, and having so 
many houses to look after, arrived unex'* 
pectedly at the Convent School. The children, 
who all loved her as a mother, rushed forward 
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to welcome her; all save Norali, who hung back, 

and only came at the end to make a formal 

curtsey. Mother Margaret remarked it, and 

asked her why she did not run forward with 

the rest. Norah replied quietly, ^ Because I 

do not like you/ The nun in charge of the 

children was so indignant at this answer, that, 

very unwisely, she took the child and whipped 

her. Norah was furious, and determined to 

be revenged. A few days later, the Bishop 

came, and not noticing his little favourite, 

called for her. Norah came with a sad and 

downcast face, quite unlike her usual self. 

The Bishop asked her, * What was the matter V 

and the child burst into tears and said, 'I 

have been cruelly and unjustly whipped for 

telling the truth/ The Bishop inquired into 

the facts, and the result was that the nun 

got a very severe reprimand ; and the child 

was satisfied ; but we may well imagine that 

this did not increase her popularity with the 

Nuns. 

'^ After a time, being about seventeen, she 

left the BChooL Her father was at that timer 

6—2 



84 True Wayside Tales. 

gardener to a gentleman in the neighbour- 
hood^ whose wife took a great fancy to Norah, 
had her constantly in the house, and finally 
treated her as if she had been her own child^ 
teaching her music and erery kind of accom- 
plishment, and making her act in private 
theatricals in which her ready wit and extreme 
beauty made her a most graceful performer. 

" Finally, the girFs head was completely 
turned by the admiration she received ; and her 
father, becoming alarmed for her future with 
her kind but very unwise benefactress, decided 
to send her back to Ireland for a time; and 
placed her as a kind of sewing and still-room 
maid with an aunt of hers, who was house- 
keeper in a very good &mily, and in want of 
such a girl in the house. 

^' But here, again, she was fated to be equally 
spoiled. The lady of the house saw her, took 
an extraordinary fancy to her, and finally 
committed the same mistake as her former 
mistress — that is, she took her entirely out of 
her own position in life and made her her 
companion, encouraging her in her love of 
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music and in her theatrical tastes^ and intro- 
ducing her into the best society of the place. 
There was an artillery brigade stationed in the 
neighbouring town^ and the officers used to 
come over frequently to the house where 
Norah was. One of the officers fell madly in 
love with her ; and as he was a man of good 
character and some wealthy the lady thought it 
would be an excellent thing for her, and so 
sanctioned the engagement. Norah was in- 
tensely happy, for she really loved him ; but 
yet could not resist sometimes rousing his 
jealousy by flirting with others. There was a 
man of bad character in the town, a civilian, 
of whom the young officer was especially sus- 
picious. And on one occasion^ when duty 
compelled him to leave his affianced bride for 
a few days, he made her promise that she 
would not go anywhere in public in his 
absence, and especially where she would meet 
this man, whom he looked upon as his rival. 
Norah promised, and at the time fully meant 
to keep her word. But then the temptation 
came. 
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" Tbere was to be a concert in the town, and 
tick^ were brought to her by this very 
ciTQiui] who used every argmnent to persnade 
ber to go, bnt at GrHt in vain. A.t last he 
BDeeringly said ; 

" ' I eee you are going to be a very dntifnl 
wile I' 

'"What do yoa mean?' exclaimed Norah in- 
dignantly. 

" 'Oh, nothing '. Only that already I perceive 
yoQ have learnt to obey and sabmit !' 

" ' Never I' retorted the girl angrily. * I have 
never oheyed anyone yet, and certainly shan't 
begin now.' 

" And tho tempter saw that be bad won the 

day, and persuaded her to go, not only there, 

hilt aCtcmarda to the theatre adjoining. In 

tho meanwhile, her lover, having fininhed bis 

buainoas a day sooner than he had thongbfc 

posaiblo, hurried back to her houee ; and on 

arriving, heard, to his intense disgnst, that 

alio waa gone to this concert. Spurring bis 

JBdod horau, ho mahed alter her. Both borge 

^ and touu bud lost their tempers — the poor 
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'beast wHo had Hoped to rest in Us stable^ and 
the man to wHom his fatnre wife had broken 
her word. 

" The result was that the former reared and 
became unmanageable. The yonng officer 
was thrown^ his head came in contact with the 
kerb-stone; and when Norah came oat of the 
theatre^ it was to see him carried away dead 
on a stretcher. The blow was too mnch^ the 
remorse too great. Brain fever followed^ and 
she went raving mad for a time. 

''When she recovered, she was a perfect 
wreck of her former self. All her brightness 
was gone ; and at last the doctor said that the 
only chance of her recovery wonld be to 
remove her from the scene of her great sorrow, 
and send her home to her father and mother. 
Norah had entreated that nothing might be 
said to them of this tragedy, so that all her 
parents knew was that she had been very 
dangerously ilL That, however, wonld scarcely 
account for the entire change which seemed to 
have come over her, and which gave her father 
very deep sorrow and anxiety. His mistress^ 
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wlio was equally saddened at the alteration in 
her favourite, persuaded him to let her come 
back into the house, to which the poor gar- 
dener reluctantly consented, not knowing what 
to do for the best 

'' The lady tried in vain, however, to interest 
her in her old pursuits. At last she suggested 
to her to take a leading part in some amateur 
theatricals, in which she was to personate a 
girl who had been brought up in a poor cot- 
tage and turned out to be a princess in dis- 
guise. This role and the excitement consequent 
on the rehearsal and previous preparations 
suited Norah's present temperament exactly, 
and she threw herself into her part with a 
feverish delight which enabled her to act it to 
perfection. Again her father became alarmed 
at her excitability, and recalled her home^ 
determining to apprentice her to a tailor, and 
hoping that some steady employment of this 
sort would tend to quiet and settle her. In 
this again he was unfortunate^ for he was 
obliged to send her to a man in Bristol, away 
from his own eye. 



The Bad Eff ecu of Spoiling Children. 89 

'' Here Norali became acquainted wifcli the 
manager of the theatre^ borrowed some thea- 
trical properties, and was on the point of being 
engaged on the stage^ when the jealousy of the 
rest of the company^ who objected to this 
pretty interloper into their ranks^ compelled 
the manager to give her up. The disappoint- 
ment preyed so much on Norah's mind that 
she again went mad. Her father^ in despair, 
threw up his situation, and hearing of this 
farm in the hills where a manager was wanted^ 
undertook it, without having ever seen the 
place, wishing to hide his child and her misery 
from every human eye. 

'' It was there that I had found them, and had 
been, fortimately, the means of rescuing them 
from their disastrous position. But the ques- 
tion remained : What was to be done with the 
girl ? Entirely spoiled by her previous train- 
ing, she was utterly unfit for the quiet home- 
life to which she was now condemned* And 
yet, after their past experiences, neither &ther 
nor mother dared let her out of their sight. 
By degrees I won her entire confidence, and 
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she then owned to me that ehe could bear her 
life hettOT if she had bnt a piano. She had 
resamed her old trade of ■waistcoat-mahing, 
which tept her employed through the day; 
bnt the erenings were intolerable to her, with 
her onednoated mother and her peasant father, 
wise only in his own honest calling. To anch 
a point had their foolish indulgence bronghfc 
this, the idol of their Ures 1 I thonght the 
request reasonable, and as she waa earning 
good wages, I ondertooh to advance the snm 
reqnired for the hire of a piano, which she 
was to pay me by instalments. I had been 
more and tnore pleased with the straight- 
forward, aimple honesfy of her parents, who 
had carefolly repaid the small snm I had 
advanced to them ab the farm for shoes and 
other absolute necessaries. 

" The piano was obtained, and became her 
great delight, and I began to hope that a 
happy future was in store for the beautiful 
wnywrtv.l girl. But it was not to be ! She 
foil ill lovo witl. a man who had been employed 
as olerk in a volunteer corps by her father'smas- 
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ter — a man whom I instinctively disliked from 
the first moment I saw Um, although hitherto 
nothing had heen known against his character. 
" This man became Norah's ruin ; he induced 
her to appropriate certain moneys confided to 
her^ and to allow him to use them for his own 
purposes j and led her on^ stop by step^ in 
paths of deceit and dishonesty^ till finally^ a 
five-pound note which had been stolen being 
traced to him^ he was convicted and imprisoned 
with hard labour for two years. Then every 
sort of villany was found out with which he 
had been connected, and his unhappy wife 
(for Norah had married him in spite of all 
warnings) found herself looked down upon 
and despised by all as the * convict's wife ;' 
and especially by those who, in her pride, she 
had formerly despised and contemned^ as 
unfit for her to associate with. The misery 
was too great for her unsettled brain, and she 
became once more hopelessly insane. Bitter 
was the self-reproach of her parents for the 
unwise affection which had thus been the 
bane of her life. 
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" ' Had ire bat remamed in our old Irlsli 

liome/ the poor father would exclaim^ ^ and 

bTonght ber iqp as one of onrselyes, we slioald 

not now see ber as she is ; and she would haye 

l)een the joy and comfort of onr old age.' 

'' May this troe story be a warning to other 

fathers andmothCT^^ and teacli them to restrain 

the first beginnings of pride and vanity in their 

children^ and to check in tbemselves that 

hungering for placing them in a higher 

position than God intended, whicb is the min 

of so many in every class at this moment in 

England and Ireland." 



■ 




EMILY, 




AND HER FAITH IN OUR LADY OF LOURDES. 



jN a country house in tlie West o£ Ireland 
there lived a Protestant gentleman with 
his wife and children. The house was^ 
like most Irish habitations^ large 
rambling, and, we must own, somewhat 
untidy and dilapidated. A new wing had 
been built to accommodate his ever-increasing 
family ; but by a not uncommon omission on 
the part of the builder, the staircase up to the 
principal rooms had been forgotten, and the 
only access was by a chicken-ladder, placed 
on the outside against the window, up which 
the surprised visitor had to clamber, and then 
found a drop of two feet before he or she could 



94 True Wayside Tales. 

arrive at the floor of the sitting-room^ where 
the family were generally assembled. 

If the master of the house was a rabid Pro- 
testant, his wife was still more so. She 
honestly believed every lie that had ever been 
invented against Papists, and being an ignorant 
as well as an obstinate woman, there was small 
hope of her ever changing her opinion. One 
of her great grievances of late, however, had 
arisen from the condnct of certain people of 
her own persuasion. A new church had been 
erected close to their house by the combined 
efforts of a Protestant Association and of the 
lady herself ; but now that it was well-nigh 
completed and roofed in, it was impossible to 
get possession of it, for the simple reason that 
the builder had converted it into his own 
private dwelling. He was what is called in 
that part of Ireland a ' Sunday ' man — that is, 
he was in debt over head and ears ; and the 
result was, that he could only go out on 
Sundays, when he was sure of freedom from 
arrest. Several efforts had been made to eject 
him from the new church, but in vain, and for 
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tills reason. It had been built on the border 
of two conntieSj and^ as it happened, the nave 
was in one and the chancel in the other. 

When^ then, the baili£Es of one county 
rushed into the nave to seize him^ he fled 
into the chancel ; and the same operation was 
repeated when any attempt of the like nature 
was made by the authorities in the chancel. 
A combined operation might perhaps have 
been successful; but never since the memory 
of man had the bailiffs of the two counties 
been on speaking terms, so that at last the 
attempt to eject the intruder was given up as 
hopeless^ and the wrath of the lady at the 
Castle^ as the house was called, rose in pro- 
portion. 

Amidst influences such as these the heroine 
of our tale was brought up. She was a beau- 
tiful, wild, headstrong child, never so happy 
as when galloping on a barebacked pony, or 
rowing in a tumble-down boat on the loch, or 
fishing with her brothers in the many bright 
streams with which that country abounds. 
Her one despair was to be a girl, and not a 
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boy ; and many were the hairbreadth escapes 
she ran in the adyentnroos life she persisted 
in leadings despite the warnings and admoni- 
tions and punishments of her parents. There 
was only one person she feared to grieve, and 
that was an old nurse who had been her wet- 
nurse^ and who had brought up almost all the 
children. Strange to say, that in spite of her 
mistress's prejudices^ this woman was a Catho- 
lic ; but she had become so invaluable during 
a period of serious illness in the nursery, that 
it was found impossible to part with her. 
And there she stayed on, a type of those 
devoted Irish souls one so often meets with, 
ready to give her own life for her nurslings, 
and though unable to bring them up in her 
own faith, yet praying for them day and night, 
and always hoping that some lucky chance 
would bring them one day into the true fold. 

At last Emily's wild freaks became so 
serious, and the child herself so unmanage- 
able, that her father determined to send her 
to school; and, disregarding her tears and 
protestations, carried her ofE bodily one fine 



EmUy. 97 

morning to an estabUshment for young ladies, 
conducted, of course, on purely Protestant 
principles. Ik is &ir to say tliat the lady at 
the head of it was a kind and motherly woman, 
and that she showed every possil^d considera- 
tion for the children placed under her care. 
But confine a lark in a cage, and it will 
generally pine and die; and this was what 
happened to poor little Emily. The contrast 
from the wild, free life she had led among the 
hills to the confined air and dull routine of 
school-days, only enlivened by a walk, in twos, 
along a turnpike-road twice a day, was more 
than her excitable nature could stand with 
impunity. She soon lost her health altogether, 
and the schoolmistress, who was a conscientious 
woman, wrote to inform her parents of her 
extreme delicacy, and her conviction that she 
would die if the experiment were tried much 
longer. 

A doctor was consulted, and he, being a 
sensible man, recommended " few lessons, a 
great deal of outdoor air and exercise, and, if 

possible, some sea air,^^ to repair the mischief 

# # 7 
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that had been done ; so that she was removed 
from school and sent with her old and faithful 
nurse to the sea-side. 

Emily had grown very much during the 

year of what^she called her ''imprisonment '/' 

but whether from this cause, or from leaning 

too much over her booksj a spinal disease had 

developed itself, which threatened serious 

consequences. She suffered agonies from 

pain in her back, and at last became unable 

to walk at all. Her nurse was untiring in her 

devoted care, and, to amuse her, would tell 

her all the stories she knew of saints and holy 

people ; while she would daily say her beads 

for the child, and pray with her whole heart 

that her darling 'Miss Emily' might some 

day fiud out the right pathj even if it were by 

suffering that Our Lord would be pleased to 

load her. 

This went on for some months, when, to 
tor alarm for Emily^s sake, she herself, the 
faithful nurse, became dangerously iU: so 
much so, that the priest was sent for to give 
hor the last Saoraments. 
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Poor Emily was broken-liearted, and en- 
treated to be carried into lier nnrse^s room^ 
which was done to pacify her. Very soon, the 
priest arrived ; and on entering, perceived the 
child lying on a sofa, and begged her to leave 
the room. The poor nurse murmured : 

" She cannot, your Eeverence ! She cannot 
walk, poor darling I" 

The priest looked at her tenderly, and then 
lifting her up in his arms, carried her gently 
into an adjoining room, after which he re- 
turned to administer the Sacraments of the 
Church to the dying woman. 

When he was gone, Emily begged earnestly 
to be carried back again to her nurse, and 
finding she was a little better, asked her 
eagerly why he would not let her remain with 
her f The nurse tried to explain to her, as 
simply as she could, that she was going to 
confession to him, aad that no one could be 
present then. And added, '^ To-morrow he is 
coming back, dear Miss Emily, and he will 
bring me our dear Lord.'' 

" Our Lord V repeated Emily. '' Will He 

7-2 
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really come Himself 7 Oh ! if so, wlien He 
comes^ I will ask Him to cure me ; and if He 
does, I will become a Catholic." 

The poor nurse was too weak to speak, but 
her face showed her joy, and her lips moved 
in earnest prayer. Emily was then twelve 
years old, and fully aware of the importance 
of the step she was about to take. But she 
felt herself all of a sudden filled with faith, 
and an inward conviction that Our Lord would 
cure her. Without entering upon any contro- 
versial points, she had imbibed from her 
nurse's words that loving, simple belief in 
Him and in His Almighty power; and felt 
confident that she would obtain what she 
asked for. What will not such faith win ? 

The morrow came, and with it the priest, 
bearing in his bosom the mighty Lord of 
heaven and earth. He entered, and placed 
the holy Host reverently on a little table pre- 
pared for the purpose and converted into an 
altar, with a fair white cloth and two candles 
burning upon it. As he came into the room, 
a sudden illumination passed over the child's 
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face^ and she received strength to fall on her 
knees and adore Him whom he was bringing 
to his penitent. The short and simple service 
continued, and as the priest lifted the sacred 
Host with the usual words before giving it to 
the sick woman^ Emily felt her pain dis- 
appear^ and a sensation of renewed health 
seemed to pass like an electric current through 
her whole frame. When the blessing had 
been given, she rose and stood on her feet 
without any difficulty, and then and there 
registered a vow to become a Catholic. Fear- 
ing to disturb her nurse whose eyes were 
closed, and who had been too much absorbed 
by her thanksgiving to remark Emily's miracu- 
lous and instantaneous cure, the child left the 
room softly and unperceived, and on her knees 
again poured out her heart in joy and thanks- 
giving. 

" I am a Catholic," she went on exclaiming 
to herself. "And, please God, I will be a 
good one, and practise all that the Catholic 
Faith requires." 

Still, she did not, even at that moment, under- 
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rate the difficalties of her position. The know- 
ledge of her parents' bigotry^ and the consequent 
suffering to which she would be exposed,all came 
before her. But she never hesitated or dreamt 
of drawing back. Our Lord had answered her 
prayer. Our Lord had cured her. To Him, 
then, she was bound by the strongest obliga- 
tions — never would she be unfaithful to them ! 
She had asked for a sign, and it had been 
given to her ; and now she had only to obey 
and to follow His voice. 

Then came the joy of breaking the news to 
her dear and faithful nurse. The poor woman, 
as is often the case, had taken a turn for the 
better ever since she received the last Sacra- 
ments, and the joy of seeing her beloved 
nursling restored to health, and above all, of 
hearing of her determination to become a 
Catholic, was, as she expressed it, '' better than 
any medicine.^^ Very soon she entirely re- 
covered, and then the question arose as to 
what was to be done about the child's recep- 
tion. There was no doubt that it must be 
kept secret for a time ; and Emily was anxious. 
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with a judgment beyond her years, not to 
compromise her nurse in the matter, but to 
act for herself, so that her parents' anger 
might fall on herself alone. She therefore 
quietly set about making inquiries as to the 
priest who had brought the last Sacraments, 
and found out where he lived ; which haying 
ascertained, she went ofE to him quietly one 
morning while her nurse was sleeping, told 
him her history and of her miraculous cure, and 
then earnestly begged to be baptized. The 
priest was deeply interested, but kept her for 
a long while, wishing to test her in every 
possible way, and to examine how far she knew 
about the Religion she was so anxious to 
embrace. He found that, thanks to her nurse's 
words, she fully understood what she was 
about to do, and moreover that she had counted 
the cost, and was willing to suffer all that such 
a step would entail. On his objecting that 
she was not suflSciently instructed, she replied 
simply : 

''Father, I know nothing, but I believe 
everything I" 
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YTbaA more oonld lie ask ? Foil of admira- 
tion at the leadings of Ciod's Providence^ Who 
'^ liides sncli Uungs from ihe wise and prudent^ 
and reyeals them nnto babes/' the good priest 
took her into the chnrch, and soon the waters 
of baptism flowed ever her pore and beautif nl 
sonl ; and then she came home to her nnrse^ 
to whom she joyfully imparted her secret^ ex- 
claiming : 

" Now I am indeed a Catholic^ and nothing 
can unmake me V' 

A few weeks passed by, and then both felt 
that they were bound to let her parents know 
that her health was entirely restored. During 
that interval, Emily eagerly learned all that 
her nurse could teach her of her new faith, 
and became more and more strengthened in 
practices of piety. 

Then the letter came from her parents, re- 
joicing in her unexpected recovery, which they 
attributed to the sea-baths; and recalling her 
home. It was with very mixed feelings that 
Emily read this letter. She loved her home 
and her family very tenderly; but she felt 
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that she would now have a great deal to bear^ 
and that she woold need all her faith and 
courage to carry her through. She went 
home the next day, and everyone was struck 
at the change that had come over her. The 
wilful child was turned into a gentle, loving, 
but somewhat reserved girl, and her brothers 
and sisters could not make out what had 
come to her. Was it only her illness which 
had altered her so 7 In the meantime, she 
herself felt keenly the extreme difficulty of 
her position.* She was entirely cut ofE from 
everything Catholic, and only heard that Re- 
ligion referred to in terms of the grossest 
abuse. 

It had been decided that her education 
was to be continued at a day-school in the 
neighbourhood, to which she walked either 
with one of her family or with a servant every 
day. In doing so, she passed a Catholic 
church, and for a long time racked her brains 
to think how she could enter it unperceived. 
At last, after about four months of this priva- 
tion, she took the opportunity of being accom* 
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panied by a Catholic servant^ in the absence of 
her parents^ and sought out the priest^ to 
whom she confided her story. He consoled 
and encoaraged her, and told her to call 
on him every morning on her way to school, 
which she was able to manage by starting an 
hour earlier. He instructed her regularly in 
all the tenets of her Faith, and then prepared 
her for Confession and Holy Communion, and 
eventually for Confirmation. 

In the meantime, her parents came home ; 
and some one, she knew not who, betrayed 
to them her Catholic "tendencies^' as they 
thought them, and mentioned her having been 
seen in the Catholic church. Her father said 
nothing at first ; but after a few days sent for 
her, and announced to her that he was going to 
send her immediately to a boarding-school in 
England. On her venturing tearfully to re- 
monstrate, his long* concealed wrath burst 
forth. He accused her of being a Papist in 
disguise, of being a disgrace to her family and 
to her name; and told her that if she ever 
again entered a Catholic church, or had any- 



Emily. 107 

thing to do with priests^ his doors would be 
closed against her for ever^ and ''he would 
never see her again^ not even if he were 
dying !'' 

This was a fearful blow to poor Emily, who 
loved her home and her father most tenderly ; 
but the words ''He who loveth father and 
mother more than Me is not worthy of Me '^ 
rang in her ears ; and she continued firm. At 
last, simply saying, "My Heavenly Father 
will guide and guard me/^ she left her father's 
room, sobbing as if her heart would break. 
The following morning there was to be a 
Confirmation in the Catholic church, for which 
she had been earnestly and steadily preparing. 
Should she give it up ? The temptation was 
strong, but she resisted it; and the next 

morning received from the Bishop of 

that crowning grace which was to give her 
strength for the terrible conflict before her. 

She did not dare return home after the 
service was over, but continued praying in the 
church, where the priest found her, and hear- 
ing of her homeless position, took her at once 
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to some good and fervent Catholic friends of 
his, who knew her history, and received her 
most afEectionatelj^ treating her like one of 
the family, Emily was full of faith and 
fervour, and delighted to be able to practise 
her religion in peace ; still, when she thought 
of her father and her home, her heart was very 
sad. Her dear old nurse had died, and none 
but God and His priest knew the share she 
had had in training that young soul to bear 
her cross bravely. After a short time, she 
heard that her father was dangerously ill. 
She redoubled her prayers that God might be 
pleased to touch his heart. But it seemed as 
if an entire sacrifice of all she had loved best 
was demanded of her. Her father died with- 
out consenting to see or forgive her. He 
even refused her his blessing, which he gave 
siogly and separately to all his other children, 
and this cut her to the heart. 

But if her family had deserted her, Our 
Lord had determined to choose her for His 
spouse. On visiting some Catholic friends in 
the south, she became acquainted with the 
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Sisters of Charity of St. Vincent of Paul, and 
their active and beautiful Kves of devotion 
and charity at once roused a strong desire in 
her heart to join their holy band. After a 
little delay, sufficient to test her sincerity and 
fidelity, she was accepted as a postulant, and 
became one of the best and the most fervent of 
the community. Wherever the duty was the 
most arduous and the least attractive to fiesh 
and blood, there Sister Mary Benedicta (which 
was her religious name) was sure to be found, 
her former wild energy transformed by grace 
into never-tiring exertions for all who suffered, 
and whom she had the happiness to relieve. 
She had an extraordinary power, besides, of 
winning the affections of poor children, and 
you rarely saw her without a little girl cling- 
ing to her grey habit, in hopes of winning a 
smile from ' owr Sister,' as they called her. 

After some years of this kind of life, she 
was again seized with serious illness, and soon 
her case became apparently hopeless, the 
doctors even thinking she would not survive 
the day. 
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But Our Lord, Who had once deigned Him- 
self to cure her, now entrusted this mission to 
His Mother. The life which was so useful to 
others was not to be cut short so soon. Her 
Superior came and asked her if she had faith 
in the water of Lourdes ; and on receiving 
an answer in the affirmative, at once gave her 
some to drink, and likewise bathed her face 
and hands with it. In a moment she revived, 
and from that hour began to mend, and soon 
became perfectly well. The doctors were very 
much amazed, and said that such things were 
" beyond their province." They could not deny 
the extraordinary manner of her recovery 
against all human probability, but they did 
did not believe in any miracle. Be that as it 
may. Sister Mary Benedicta still lives and still 
labours for God and His poor, and never 
forgets in her prayers the faithful nurse to 
whose piety and prayers her conversion was 
mainly due. 



NANCY J 




OR, 

FOBGIYENESS OF INJUBIES. 

ON^T talk to me of negroes and 
negresses I^^ exclaimed an American 
friend to me one day. '^ You have 
all sorts of beaatifal theories about 
them here in England, but you 
have never lived with them as I have j and if 
yon ask me, ' Is not a negro a man and a 
brother V I emphatically answer, ' No/ ^' 

I smiled at my friend, knowing well his 
inveterate prejudices, which are shared in, 
unhappily, by so large a portion of his 
countrymen ; and then I told him the follow- 
ing story, which was related to me by a holy 



112 True Wayside Tales. 

Bishop not long ago, and which I think will 
prove that, in point of Christian virtnes, the 
negro is no whit behind, but rather above our 
standard of goodness. 

In the town of B there was a large 

store, kept by a clever, pleasing-looking, 
middle-aged woman named Nancy, who was 
well-known in the town both for her irre- 
proachable honesty and for her fervent Catho- 
lic piety. Almost everything could be found 
there, as is the case in most shops of the sort 
in America ; and her customers had the satis- 
faction of knowing that nothing would be bad 
or adulterated which came from Nancy's store- 
That ** honesty is the best policy" was proved in 
her case, as in that of so many others, for every- 
one flocked to her in preference to even more at- 
tractive establishments ; while to the poor she 
was known as the kindest and most generous of 
friends and benefactors, and to the priests as a 
certain helper in all their wants and difficulties. 
One day the Bishop, who, being an English- 
man, had no preconceived prejudice against 
people of colour, inquired her history of his 
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companion; adding, *' She seems a veiy superior 



woman." 



t< 



Toar lordship may well say so I" exclaimed 
the priest, of whom he had made the inquiry. 
" And what is more, I do not know of any 
white woman who would be capable of such 
extraordinary generosity and Christian for- 
giveness as she has lately given proof of. She 
was born in a slave plantation in the South, 
many years, as you see, before the Emancipa- 
tion, Her father was the master of the plan- 
tation, and her mother one of the female 
slaves. Being a pretty, intelligent child, her 
father took more notice of her than masters 
generally did of the results of their well-known 
vices, and gave her a very fair education. 
When she became older, he made her his 
housekeeper, and finally set her over all the 
other female slaves. Her temper was so 
sweet, and she was so generally liked and 
respected amongst them, that this promotion 
excited no jealousy ; and she used her power 
to soften in every way the sufferings of her 
companions in slavery. For her master, al- 
* * ' S 
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tlLoagh her father^ was a thoroughly bad and 
tyrannical as well as a cruel man ; and no 
stoiy in 'Uncle Tom's Cabin' could exceed 
in horror the scenes which had occasionally 
been witnessed on that plantation. 

"One subject only had been carefully 
omitted in the education she had received, and 
that was religion. The property was situated 
in a county where it was positively forbidden 
to instruct the slaves in any form of Christi- 
anity. Whether this arose from the dread of 
their realizing thereby their equality in the 
sight of God^ I do not know. Certain it is 
that the law was rigidly enforced, and, more- 
over, accompanied by the heaviest penalties. 
Any infringement of it was punished by a fine 
from the master, and by the lash to the slave ; 
and few therefore cared to run the terrible 
risk that any attempt to learn the doctrines of 
Christianity entailed. 

''Nancy had been, after a certain time, 
married by her father to a negro, who was a 
kind of superintendent in the plantation — a 
marriage which turned out a very happy one. 
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so tliafc lie souglit no other companion. They 
had two children, who were Nancy's idols, 
and who grew up healthy, strong, and good, 
like their parents. Everything promised well 
for Nancy's earthly future. But God, Who 
had higher views for her, led her by the way 
of the Cross to a nobler and a better life. 

" One day, on visiting a dying negro woman, 
who had not been long bought for the estate, 
she was surprised at her evident joy and 
calmness at the prospect of her approaching 
death. Yet she had been kindly treated, and 
there was no apparent reason for her being 
sick of life, when she had known nothing 
better, having been bom and bred on a plan- 
tation. Nancy's curiosity was roused, and 
she questioned the dying negress, who then 
and there revealed to her that she was a 
Catholic, and that she had been baptized and 
instructed by a holy Jesuit Father who chanced 
to have visited her in her old home : that 
though deprived where she then was, of all 
possibility of practising her religion, she had 
never omitted prayer, and that now she was 

8—2 
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'hftppy, oh, so happy, to go to Oar Lord, 
Who had redeemed her with His own Blood, 
and to live with Him and with His blessed 
Mother for ever in heaven !' 

'' All this was strange and utterly bewilder- 
ing to onr poor Nancy, who had never heard 
a word of religion in her life, nor any allusion 
to God, save in the blasphemies of her bratal 
master when he was in a passion. She went 
home full of new and serious thoughts, and 
day after day, till the end came, did she sit by 
the bedside of the dying negress, who joyf ally 
revealed to her^ bit by bit^ the whole scheme 
of our redemption. Nancy drank it all in, as 
the parched ground drinks in the welcome 
shower from heaven. Her natural intelli- 
gence helped her to realize the truth even 
more fully than her instructor had done. She 
believed, and all she now thirsted for was for 
the waters of baptism, that she, too, might be- 
come a child of God and an inheritor of His 
heavenly kingdom. Before her death, the 
negress confided to her that once a month a 
priest came on the outskirts of the plantation 
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to visit a certain little mission in the hills^ and 
that possibly Nancy might then obtain the 
coveted grace. This faithful Christian soul 
soon after breathed her last; but her work 
had been done, and from that hour Nancy's 
whole soul was bent on becoming a Catholic. 
Pull well did she know of the cruel law we 
have mentioned, and of the nature of the 
master with whom she would have to deal. 
But the firm faith and holy joy of the dying 
negress had made an indelible impression upon 
her, and she felt herself strong enough to 
endure any amount of torture to obtain the 
same grace. 

'' Months rolled on, and she had been unable 
to effect her purpose, till one day, by chance, 
as men would say, she found the very priest 
for whom she had so long sought. She lost 
not a moment in explaining to him her wishes 
and her position. The good Father listened 
with deep and patient interest, and finally 
consented to instruct and baptize her. This 
was done with the greatest secrecy; but alas ! 
a Judas was found in the person of a slave 
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who had been panished for some miscondact^ 
and who had attributed his discovery and dis- 
grace^ although unjastly, to Nancy. He had 
tracked her to the borders of the plantation^ 
and had seen her interviews with the priest^ 
and joyfally denounced her to his master as a 
Christian and a Catholic. 

" The fury of this man knew no bounds. He 
sent for her and accused her of the crime^ for 
such he considered it, which she at once freely 
confessed. In his wild rage he would have 
killed her on the spot, had not some one inter- 
fered. But his determination when he became 
calmer was even more cruel. He told her 
that she need not reckon on impunity in 
consequence of her relationship to him, or of 
her position in his household ; that if she per- 
sisted in attending Christian services or seeing 
the priest, he would have her scourged in pre- 
sence of all the slaves on the plantation. And 
as she kept firm to her purpose and refused to 
give up her faith, the barbarous sentence was 
carried out, and that not only once, but three 
times. 
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'' She was likewise degraded to the lowest 
post in the household^ where she had formerly 
been the honoured mistress. Yet she bore all 
in silence. Infariated at what he called her 
obstinacy^ her master then sent for her^ and 
told her that as physical torture had no effect 
in subduing her will^ he would see what moral 
torture could do. And so he announced to her 
his intention of selling her husband and chil- 
dren to a man noted even among the bad 
masters for his barbarous treatment of his 
slaves. Who can picture the agony of this 
faithful wife and mother ? who could wonder 
had she yielded to such an awful threat ? 
Yet, strengthened by God's grace, she did 
not yield ; and she had the misery of seeing 
all she loved torn from her and exposed to 
torture and deaths rather than deny her 
Lord. 

" And then came the war and the emanci- 
pation^ and the masters were ruined and the 
slaves were free. Then, even in this world, 
the good received their reward; for their 
faithful slaves would not leave them, but 
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toiled oa for nothing, or took places in New 
York and elsewhere, and sent all their earn- 
ings to the widowed wives and mothers in the 
old plantations. One slave went voluntarily 
with his master to San Francisco, and when 
the hard work in the mines proved too 
mnch for his master's strength, and he died, 
the faithfal slave toiled on nntil he had ob- 
tained the sam which his master had fixed 
upon, and then came straight back to deposit 
every sixpence of it at the feet of his old 
mistress. 

" But I have digressed from Nancy. As 
she was a woman of great energy and ability, 
she resolved with her savings to open a store 

at B , where you have seen her to-day. 

The husband and children, alas I whom she had 
so fondly loved, had died under the hands of 
their brutal taskmaster; but her old master 
had disappeared, no one knew where. And 
now comes the most beautiful part of my 
story. After she had been settled here for 
some years, and was succeeding even beyond 
her expectations — for God blessed all to which 
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fihe put her hand — she met one day in the 
street of the city a poor, broken-down old 
maD^ who craved an alms. She looked at 
him^ and^ to her amazement, recognised in the 
beggar her former rich and bratal master. 
What did she do ? Most people would have 
passed him by in disgust and horror. Many, 
I fear, would have rejoiced at a degradation 
so richly deserved. But Nancy had learned 
her Christian lesson well. She inquired into 
his circumstances, found out that his ruin was 
complete, and then and there made up her 
mind to a truly heroic act. She took this man 
who had so cruelly flogged her again and again, 
and who had well-nigh broken her heart by 
causing the death of all those she loved, and 
brought him to her own house, and gave him 
her best room, and waited upon him as if she 
were still his slave, and never rested until she 
had obtained for him some light employment, 
which would enable him to earn his living. 
Find me another woman in all Europe who 
would have done the like ! I confess I never 
heard of a more sublime fulfilment of the 
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Gospel precept^ ' If thine enemy hnnger^ feed 
him/ '' 

The priest ceased speaking, and the Bishop 
simply exclaimed : 

''And these are the people whom we look 

down apon as onr inferiors I'' 

« « # ♦ « 

Before closing this negro paper^ I wish to 
relate one other short story of the wonderful 
charity shown by this down-trodden race 
towards those from whom they have received 
the cruellest injuries. It was told me by the 

late Lady S , who was staying some years 

ago at Seaton^ on the Yorkshire coast; and 
during that time went one day with a party to 
visit the hospital at Hartlepool. They were 
shown over the wards^ and were afterwards 
taken to a corridor in which were some 
separate small rooms for bad and incurable 
cases. The matron opened one of the doors 
mechanically^ as it were^ and then quickly 
closed it. 

Lady S asked her " if there were any- 
one in that room V 
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The matron replied, " Yes ;" that a poor 
negro was there, who had been frightfully ill- 
used by the captain of a merchant-vessel which 
had put into Hartlepool. That the captain 
had been tried and convicted, and was under- 
going his sentence j but the matron added : 

" It ought to have been much more severe. 
The poor fellow is in the most fearful state, 
and I do not think he can recover. He is 
frightfully mutilated, and for the most part 
unconscious. He can hardly speak a word of 
English, and is a fearful object for anyone to 
look upon !" 

No more was said on the subject, and theparty 

returned to Beaton. But Lady S could 

not sleep. Her thoughts turned constantly 
towards the poor negro, and dwelt specially 
on the miserable and lonely state of the dying 
man, whom even the nurses seemed to avoid, 
as afEording so revolting a sight. Such utter 
desolation was too dreadful to think of, and 
her Catholic heart resolved that something 
should be done. 

The next morning, consequently, without 
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saying a word to anyone, slie returned alone 
to Hartlepool, determined to see the negro, 
and judge for herself. On arriving at the 
hospital^ the matron tried to dissuade her from 
going into the room^ assuring her that the ap- 
pearance of the poor fellow was so shocking, 
she would never be able to stand it. How- 
ever, Lady S was not to be deterred by 

such arguments from a work of charity, and 
insisted on going in. 

She confessed, afterwards, that in one sense 
the matrpn was right. A more revolting 
sight could scarcely have been conceived ! 
Nevertheless, she asked to be left alone with 
him, and then lifting up her heart to God in 
one short and earnest prayer, she spoke a 
few words to him, taking his hand at the same 
moment, and pressing it with earnest sym- 
pathy. 

For some time, the poor fellow seemed 
unable to rouse himself ; he breathed heavily, 

and seemed half-dead. Lady S then began 

tenderly to inquire about his wounds, and 
about the conduct of the captain, about whose 
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craelty she expressed herself in no measured 
terms. He answered her inquiries; but to 
her surprise, showed no resentment, and no 

desire of revenge. Lady S then spoke a 

few words of religious hope and faith ; but he 
did not seem to understand her. At last, 
kneeling down, she said the " Our Father/' and 
from habit, added the ** Hail Mary." He looked 
up at once, which he had not done till then, 
and murmured feebly : 

" My mother taught me thaf 

This broke down the barrier of his reserve, 
and it came out that his mother was a 
Catholic, and that he had been baptized in the 
same Faith. A priest was sent for ; and what 

struck him most, as it had done Lady S , 

was the entire absence of anger in his heart 
against the man who had been virtually his 

murderer. Father C had no need to 

preach to him forgiveness of injuries; his 
charity was perfect, and he had the consola- 
tion of seeing him die soon after in perfect 
peace with God and man, having received all 
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the last Sacraments of the Church. Again I 

ask, as the priest did at B : 

'' Can you find me a white man, as ignorant 
and uneducated as this poor black fellow, who 
would have died thus, without the least feel- 
ing of bitterness against one who had done him 
such grievous wrong ?" 



BEAUTIFUL EYES. 



. cy:> . 




HAT " beauty is a fatal gift," is a trite 
observation believed in by few, and 
still more rarely by the fond mothers 
who have given birth to beautiful 
«rU children. It is such a pleasure to 
live with a beautiful face ever before one ! to 
watch its varying expression, its mantling 
colour, its glorious eyes — ^the turns of the 
head, each revealing a fresh charm I Yet 
even common everyday experience will prove 
to us that, in whatever class, great beauty has 
proportionate danger ; in the rich it frequently 
creates not only personal vanity and pride, 
but egotism and hardness of heart ; while in 
the poor, who are necessarily more unprotected, 
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it unfits them for the work of lif e^ and exposes 
them to perils of the gravest kind. The 
following story is an exemplification of this 
trath. I heard it from a dear old relation 
now dead^ and it seems to me so remarkable a 
one that it should not be buried in forgetf ul- 
ness ; so that I will try and write it as nearly 
as possible in his own words. 

'' I was spending some time in Ireland many 
years ago ; and according to my custom^ where- 
ever I went, I used to go and see the Convents 
and charitable institutions^ so numerous in that 
land of faithj and which always were objects 
of special interest to me. At last I returned 
to Dublin, where I went frequently to see a 

very favourite niece of mine, Mary ^ who 

was a nun in a Convent of the Sisters of 
Mercy there. A Home for young girls out of 
place was attached to the Convent, in which 
many who were orphans remained perma- 
nently, supporting themselves by their work. 
On going round the house with my niece one 
day, I was extremely struck with the appear- 
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ance of one young girl, so pretty, so refined- 
looking, and above all, with snch wonderfully 
beautiful eyes — eyes that could not be passed 
over — ^not only so lovely in shape and 
colour, but so exquisitely beautiful in expres- 
sion — that I could not help exclaiming after 
we had passed on : 

' Oh, what glorious eyes ! 

^Everyone makes the same remark,' replied 
my niece, smiling ; ' I only hope she will never 
become aware of her extraordinary beauty 
herself. At present she is utterly and curi- 
ously unconscious of it. Poor child I hers is 
an interesting story. She is of better-class 
parents than the rest of our children, as you 
see. Her father was the captain of a merchant 
vessel, and was lost at sea ; her poor mother 
had this only girl, about whom she was very 
anxious on account of this very beauty which 
you cannot help remarking. We visited her 
frequently during her illness, and her one 
great misery was the thought of leaving the 
child nnprotected, whom she had carefully 
guarded not only from evil, but from all con- 

9 
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sciousness thafc she was difEerent from others. 
Our Beverend Mother promised her that she 
would look after the poor little girl if God 
were pleased to call her fco Himself. And so 
it happened that when the mother died^ we 
brought her here. We keep her as muoh as 
possible with us, doing little things about the 
Convent, and we shall try and keep her always, 
as that fatal beauty would be such a snare to 
her in service ; in fact, I do not think anyone 
would dare take her, unless they were persons 
with whom we certainly should not allow her 
to be placed.' 

' Let us hope she will develop a religious 
vocation,' I replied, ' and then she would be 
safe enough.' 

But my niece shook her head, and said she 
saw no signs of that ; and so our conversation 
passed on to other subjects. 

Soon after this visit I returned to England, 
and, like most things of the kind not actually 
kept in one's mind by circumstances, I for- 
got all about the girl and her beautiful eyes. 
But after the lapse of many years^ S^^g 
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throagh the self-same rooms with the same 
dear niece^ broaghb back the girl's face and 
the whole story to my mind^ with that extreme 
cleamesB with which^ I suppose^ at the 
moment of death one shall remember past 
and bnried scenes and persons of whom one 
had not thought for years. I asked rather 
eagerly, in consequence, of my companion : 
' What had become of " beautiful eyes '*? ' 

Mary made me a sign to be silent, and say 
nothing for the moment. We passed through 
several other rooms where the inmates were 
variously employed, till we came to one where 
there was a blind young woman^ with a calm 
and happy face, employed in knittings to whom 
Mary spoke, at the same time, by a sign, 
directing my special attention to her. When 
we had left the room and were passing out of 
the Home, my niece quietly turned round to 
me and said : 
' Thai was your " beautiful eyes " !' 
' What can you mean V I exclaimed, ' what 
terrible misfortune can have reduced that 

9—2 
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lovely girl to the condition of that poor blind 
creature whom we have just seen V 

'I will tell you/ replied Mary. ^And I 
only wish it could serve as a warning to people 
who so foolishly and imprudently praise 
children's beauty to^ their face, and often ruin 
them in consequence. 

'One day, not very long after your visit 
here, a large, gay party was going through 
the Home, when a gentleman in passing, per- 
ceived the girl, and could not, I suppose, help 
showing her his intense admiration, while he 
exclaimed out loud : 

' '' Oh, what beautiful eyes !" 

' Nothing more was said, but, alas 1 the seed 
was sown, and the devil was not slow to fan 
the flame those unguarded looks and words 
had kindled in her heart. From that instant 
a change came over her. She became restless^ 
unhappy, impatient, idle over her work — ^in 
faotj thoroughly discontented with her posi- 
tion here. In vain we spoke to her and 
reminded her of her mother's anxiety and 
wish that she should remain with us. She 
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said she could not stay all her life in a con- 
vent, that she wanted to go ont to service like 
the rest and see 'the world. In faot^ no per- 
suasions could avail to change her determina- 
tion^ and she was no longer a child whom we 
could coerce against her will. All we could 
do was to try and get her as safe a place as 
we couldi and to pray for her with all our 
hearts^ that her wilfulness might not be too 
heavily punished. 

' At last she went^ but^ as we feared, she did 
not stay long in the quiet situation we had 
found for her. An insane vanity seemed to 
possess her. She was determined to 'see the 
world/ as she had said. At first she came 
pretty often to see us^ then her visits ceased 
altogether. The lady who had taken her 
found she could do nothing with her^ and 
came to tell us so. Go she would and did — to 
her destruction ! 

' She took a smart place at the West End^ 
where her love of admiration had full scope^ 
and it was not long before her fall came ; and 
the girl with the ' beautiful eyes ' was soon 
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known in all the worst haunts of the city. 
She had been first tempted by a gentleman of 
large fortune, who deceived her by promises 
of marriage, and then deserted her. In despair 
she sank from bad to worse. Then she took 
to drinking to drown thought, and became a 
by-word even among the fallen women with 
whom she lived for everything that was evil. 
Many a helping hand was held out to her 
from time to time, but without any avail. 
She was, humanly speaking, quifce irreclaim- 
able. In fact, the moment of God's mercy 
had not come, and so she went on for several 
years. 

' One night she was found insensible from 
drinking on the pavement, and was carried by 
the police to the lock-up for the night, where 
she was left alone on the bare stone floor in 
the dark cell, in all her sin and misery and 
shame. Lying there, she felt herself utterly 
lost, without an earthly friend, and not daring 
to call on the Heavenly One whom she had so 
outraged by her life. In the morning, a 
policeman, going into the cell to release her. 
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fonnd a bleeding, maimed^ awful-looking 
woman, her eyes torn from their sockets; but, 
to bis amazement also, be found a true peni- 
tent. 

"'Take me backtotbe Convent — to Reverend 
Mother V* was her only prayer, and to that 
saintly motber^s ear did she reveal all the 
horrors of that past night, when God had 
chosen to call back His wandering sheep to the 
fold. 

' She said that on coming to herself after a 
few hours, it seemed as if the full tide of her 
iniquity were overwhelming her. It came 
upon her with all the force of a new revela- 
tion. She had often felt remorse and sorrow 
and shame before, but now she felt she must 
die of despair. And then the awful judgment 
came before her, and the everlasting torments 
which would be the portion of such a sinner as 
she had been — a sinner against light and know- 
ledge and grace, all of which she had once 
freely received. What hope could there be 
for such as she ? All of a sudden, while she 
wailed and cried, the whole wretched cell 
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became glorious and filled with light — a light 
brighter than the light of the snn ; and look- 
ing np in the midst of this lights she saw 
distinctly a figure^ as of an angel, and she 
heard an awful voice saying to her, '' If thine 
eye offend thee, pluck it out I" And then the 
whole of the past came back to her, and she 
remembered the few careless words that had 
turned her from an innocent, happy girl to the 
lost and miserable being she now was. Again 
those words were repeated, and she obeyed 
that voice, and she had the courage to pluck 
out both those eyes, the beauty of which had 
been so fatal to her. And then an unspeak- 
able peace and calm took the place of her 
previous despair^ She felt she was forgiven. 
She felt that even such an one as she had been 
might kneel once more, like the Magdalene, at 
her Saviour's feet, and wash them with her 
tears. And now, in the spirit of the deepest 
penitence, did she pray to be received back 
into that Home where her pure and innocent 
youth had been passed. 

' I need not add that her request was granted 
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Af tier a time the sad, self-inflicted wonnds were 
healed^ and she became, as yon see her now^ 
always gentle^ good^ and nncomplainingj 
spending as mnch time as is allowed her 
praying in the chapel^ and ever diligent at her 
work^ one of her anxieties being lest she 
should not do enough to pay for her keep. 
In factj by the grace of God, she is become 
an example to all the inmates of the Home ; 
and no one knows hei^ history save the 
Eeverend Mother and myself and one or two 
of the nuns. In penitence and prayer she 
lives, and God has rewarded her by giving her 
His peace.' 

My niece ceased speaking, and I was silent 
likewise, thanking God in my heart for His 
unspeakable mercy, and thinking with joy of 
the many souls, apparently lost in this world, 
who in the last day will be found, like ' Beauti- 
ful Byes/ to have been snatched from the 
burning and saved, * though as by fire.' To 
Him alone be all glory and praise now and 
for ever. Amen, 




FATHER KOBTLOWICZ ; 



THE MAHTTE TO BACEAMBNTAL SILBNOE, 



^E Iiare all heard of the holy Saint of 
Prague, St. John Nepomncen, who 
Buffered tortare and death rather 
than rereal the confesBion of the 
Qneen to her hosband. King Wenceelansj 
whose nnfoanded jealonsy had been the canse 
of the crime. Bnt the Catholic Cbnrch is the 
same to-day as it was in the fourteenth ceotnry, 
and her priests are as ready now as then to 
lay down their liv^ rather than betray the 
eecreta of the ConfesBional. 

The following tonching and interesting nar- 
ratiye will abundantly prove my assertion : 
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There is in the Government of ' Kieff, in 
Bnssia^ in the diocese of Zytomir, a small 
town called Oratoff. It is close to the frontier 
of the Government of Volhynia, of which 
Ictomir is the chief city. The country is re- 
markable for its great forests of oak, birch 
and limetreesj but communications are diffi- 
cult and roads are scarce, mainly owing to the 
immense marshes or bogs which cover a great 
portion of the country, and which extend to- 
wards the north to the Government of Minsk. 
The cold in winter is extreme, and there being 
no mountains or hills to break the flat plains on 
every side, nothing can well be more sad, 
dreary and monotonous than the scenery. 

In this little village, or rather small town 
of Oratoff was once stationed a very holy 
Catholic priest. Father Kobylowicz. His 
was indeed a life full of sacrifices and priva- 
tions, being surrounded by a schismatic popu- 
lation; for the lower orders in Eussia are 
almost all of the Russian Greek Church, and, 
moreover, steeped in the grossest ignorance 
and superstition. His congregation consisted 
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of a few Polish families scattered here and 
there, and of the employis of the noblemen 
living in the district. Still, he did not com- 
plain of his sad and isolated position, bnt 
faithfully served his little flock and spent 
the rest of his time in close commnnication 
with God. 

Nothing occurred to break this monotonons 
existence till 1859, when the news of a terrible 
mnrder ran through the town. It had been 
accomplished with great secrecy ; but being of 
a person of importance^ the authorities were 
determined to leave no stone unturned to dis- 
cover the culprit. About the same time^ to 
the surprise of the little Catholic congregation^ 
Fr. Kobylowicz dismissed his organist, a man 
who had been more or less trained by himself, 
as he was a great musician. No reason was 
assigned for his departure, only the Father 
seemed sadder and graver than usual, and 
avoided all conversation on the subject. 

A few weeks passed on^ when, one day, to 
the horror and consternation of everybody in 
the place, this very organist came forward and 
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denounced Fr. Kobylowiez himself to the 
authorities, as the murderer of whom they 
were in search. Circumstantial evidence was 
adduced which staggered even the Father's 
best friends. 

The gentleman had been shot dead ; and a 
gun loaded with a like charge was found 
concealed in the sacristy, and undoubtedly be- 
longed to the priest. He himself, under the 
burden of this fearful accusation, remained 
perfectly silent; and on being at last indig- 
nantly asked, ' What he had to say in his 
defence V replied simply : 

' I am innocent before God and man/ 

Those who knew his holy and irreproach- 
able life were ready enough to believe him on 
his own word. But, alas ! proofs were utterly 
wanting, and he was sent to prison to prepare 
for a further and more important trial. 

And now there fell upon this servant of 
God that which must have been the hardest 
thing of all to bear, t.e., the mistrust of his 
own superiors. To suffer from the bad, from 
persons already prejudiced against you by an 
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alien Faith, is endurable; bat to be con- 
demned by the good^ to be misunderstood by 
those placed in authority over you and de- 
livered over by them to your enemies — this is 
indeed the last drop in the bitter cup 1 Yet^ 
strange to say^ God permitted this, and 
blinded so completely the judgment of his own 
Bishop that even he believed him guilty^ and 
all the more from what he termed his ' obsti- 
nate silence ' as to every fact connected with 
the murder. 

How bitterly must Mgr. Borowski now re- 
pent of his decision, which gave his faithful 
priest over to the secular arm^ and what was 
worsOj to the tender mercies of a Bussian 
judge! 

The trial was merely a nominal one. He 
was at once declared guilty^ and condemned to 
hard labour for life in the mines of Siberia. 
His demeanour during the trial,* however, was 
so dignified and so calm that even the judge 
was struck by it ; contrasting it, likewise, with 

* An eye-witness during the trial exclaimed after : 
'I seemed to see Our Lord's representative. Jesus 
aiUem tacebat^* 
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the feverisli agitation of the organist^ who 
never dared meet the eye of his victim. 
When sentence was pronounced. Father 
Kobylowicz lifted his eyes to heaven, bat 
simply said : 

' God's holy Will be done/ 

The cruel sentence was carried out in its 
entirety. . Chained to a malefactor, and treated 
as a criminal of the worst type, he was 
marched in mid-winter to the place of his 
exile. Alas I the terrible sufferings of the 
prisoners on such occasions and the barbarity 
of their guards have been too often described 
to make it necessary to repeat them here. 
"We have no record of this awful journey. 
Doubtless his faith and patience raised the 
courage of his companions, and to many he 
may have been the one means decreed by 
God for their salvation. Many, likewise, 
must have been the innocent victims of sup- 
posed political conspiracy in that band of 
so-called convicts; and to one and aU he 
must have been as an angel of hope and 
consolation. But till the day when aU things 
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shall be revealed, the agonies of mind and 
body borne by this faithful follower of our 
divine Lord will never be known to us, 
nor of his ministrations for good in that 
doleful land of suffering, exile, and often un- 
merited punishment. 

Twenty years passed. His trial had been 
in 1859, and it was now 1879, when a fearful 
scene was witnessed in a house in OratoS. It 
was a death-bed — a man dying of a horrible 
disease, but suffering still greater mental 
tortures. His one cry was for the magistrates 
to be sent for, as he wished to make a formal 
deposition before he died. 

The authorities came, moved partly by 
curiosity, partly by pity for the dying man. 
It was the organist ; and he then declared (and 
insisted upon its being judicially drawn up), 
' That he himself had been the murderer of the 
gentleman, of whose homicide he had accused 
the priest ; that he had stolen the Father's gun 
and concealed it in the sacristy after the crime 
was committed, in order to throw suspicion 
upon the poor priest. That his motive had 
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been an impure love for the wife of Us victim, 
whom lie had subsequently married. That 
fearing his conduct might lead to suspicion 
and inquiry^ he had determined to accuse Fr« 
Kobylowicz himself of the murder; and that 
to ensure his secrecy, he had diabolically 
determined to go to him in Confession and 
reveal his crime, knowing fuU well that his 
lips would then be for ever tied, and that he 
would be unable to clear himself even before 
his superiors. That he had carried out this 
truly infernal scheme to the letter; that the 
result had been exactly what he foresaw; and 
that Father Kobylowicz had preferred a 
horribly slow torture, even unto death, to break- 
ing his sacramental secrecy. He added, that 
never from the hour of the trial had he known 
one moment's peace ; that the partner of his 
guilt had died soon after, raving mad; that 
everything had failed which he had tried to 
attempt ; and that now he was dying the Jeath 
of Herod, and would make but this one act of 
solemn reparation for the double crime of which 

he had been guilty/ 

10 
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The wretched man's repentance was sincere, 
and he died soon after, reconciled to God — a 
death which all felt had been obtained by the 
continual prayers and sufferings offered up 
for him by his saint-like victim in Siberia. 

Every circumstance attending this judicial 
confession was made known to the Govem- 
mentj who instantly sent orders for Father 
Kobylowicz's recall from Siberia, and also 
hastened to clear his character in the eyes of 
his Diocesan. 

But strange indeed are the dispensations of 
God I The very day that the order for his 
release reached the Governor at Tobolsk, 
Father Kobylowicz had died — a martyr to 
his sacramental secrecy 1 — without the con- 
solation of knowing either of the repentance of 
his accuser or of the clearing of his fair fame 
in the eyes of men. As his Master had died 
with malefactors on the Cross, so was he to 
die, and only in heaven to obtain his glorious 
reward. 

Is he not another protector for the poor 
Bussians ? another interpreter for them before 
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the Throne of God f And may we not hope 
that sach fearfal safferings so nobly borne^ 
and for Bnch a causey may draw down from the 
mercy of God some great and special bless- 
ings for his conntrymen and companions in 
exile r 



10—2 



THE RESULT OF A MOTHER'S 

PRATERS. 



S&A. 




|AST thy bread upon tlie running 
waters; for after a long time thou 
shalt find it again/ We read these 
words, yet we do not take heart. 
We pray and see no immediate an- 
swer to our prayers ; and then we lose hope, 
we lose courage, we lose faith; and so we 
obtain nothing I 

The following true story may perhaps help 
us to greater perseverance : 

It came to my knowledge that in a certain 
house not far from the church of the Servite 
Fathers, there was an old gentleman suffering 
from an incurable disease, who had been bom 
and brought up a Catholic, but who had be- 
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come a Protestant to please his wife on tlie 
occasion of Iiis marriage, and had^ therefore^ 
for a long time given up all practice of his 
religion. He had spent the greater part of 
his life in India^ and had only been back 
in England a few years. His mother had 
been a most saintly person^ the sister of a 
bishop ; and her sorrow at the apostasy of her 
son, in spite of her careful trainings had been 
lifelong and bitter. Still she never gave up 
hope, and never ceased praying for his return 
to his childhood's Faith. 

At the time when I became acquainted with 
him^ his wife was dead^ and he was living in 
lodgings, where the landlady was a perfect 
type of her class, covetous> suspicious, grasp^ 
ing, and believing that no one could be in- 
terested in her lodger save for his money. 
Alas I there are many such in London, and 
the suffering they are able to inflict on their 
victims, especially if of the kind called by the 
French, ' les pauvres honteux,' i.e., ladies and 
gentlemen who have seen better days^ would 
fill a volume. 
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One of the Servite Fathers, who was their 
parish priest, heard of this case and went at 
once to see him. But the landlady was inex- 
orable. First she asked, 'What possible 
business he could have with this gentleman, 
who was a Protestant V 

Father S replied that he knew, as a 

fact, that he was a Catholic ; and that as one 
of his flock, it was a duty on his part to come 
and see him. 

After a long debate on this point, the 
woman began to tell him a long story ; how 
he had run through all his money ; how he 
had not a penny left of his own; and how she 
was keeping him entirely out of charity and 
on account of the intimate friendship she had 
formerly had with his wife. (All this, I will 
remark in passing, was entirely false.) 

Father S— — replied that he had nothing 
whatever to say to his money ; that the only ob- 
ject of his visit was to save his soul, and per- 
sisted in his request to be allowed to go upstairs. 
Then the landlady tried another tack, and 
said he was such a violent man, and flew 
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into sacli fearf al passions^ thafc slie would not 
dare introduce a priest, as he would certainly 
insult him. 

To which Father S repliedVsmiling, that 

he should not mind that, and that all he wanted 
to do was to satisfy his own conscience by 
seeing and speaking to him. 

Then she said that he would not even see 
his own clergyman, and had dared him to 
come near him. 

' You mean the Protestant clergyman,' con- 
tinued the Father. ' That I understand ; and 
it is precisely for that reason that I wish to see 
him. Will you do me the favour of sending up 
my card to him V 

Then she had recourse to another stratagem. 
She said his disease was so far advanced 
that it was impossible for anyone to endure 
the smell. He had already had ever so many 
nurses, and none of them would remain. 

The fact was, that nurses were too expen- 
sive. She was anxious to get all his money, 
and would not have anything spent which she 
could avoid. 
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Father S replied, ' That no bad smell 

or contagions disease wonld deter a Catholic 
priest from doing his duty to the dying. That 
if she wished for a nnrse for nothing, she 
could have one of the Sisters of La Misericorde 
de S6ez, who would come at once.' 

He saw that she was taken aback at this, 
and that the idea of having a nurse for nothing 
rather pleased her. Finally, she told him she 
would think over it and ask her husband; on 
which the holy Priest, finding he could do 
nothing more that day, went away, promising 
to call on the morrow. 

In the meantime, however, he went to see a 
lady who knew the case and had some ac- 
quaintance with the landlady, and begged her 
to go and try and persuade her to engage one 
of the Sisters for the sick man. This lady 
went at once, and succeeded beyond her hopes ; 
the idea of gratuitous and unpaid service 
evidently brought about the wished-for ar- 
rangement. 

The Sister sent was a Frenchwoman, full of 
zeal, energy and piety ; and she and another 
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Sister, for three whole months, took it by 
turns, day and night, to nurse the poor man, 
remaining in that fetid atmosphere and never 
shrinking from any service, however loath- 
some. The French Sister at once won the sick 
gentleman's heart. She was so different from 
the nurses he had previously endured; and 
the delicacy of her touch in dressing his 
wounds, and the heroic charity and patience 
which she showed, in spite of his occasional 
fits of irritability and temper, produced a 
marvellous effect upon him. 

After a little time she began to say a few 
words on religious subjects; but when she 
suggested his seeing a Priest, the sick man. 
became furiously angry. The good Sister, 
however, bore all his reproaches with gentle- 
ness and in silence : she was determined that 
his soul should be saved, and never ceased to 
pray for that object all the time she was in his 
room, and to offer up everything for that in- 
tention. 

Once, while she was talking to him on the 
subject, a terrifying knocking was heard in 
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the room^ wliicli seemed at the same time as 
if shaken by an earthquake. The Sister was 
startled, for there was no way of accounting 
for it; but the sick man was so extremely 
frightened that he began to tremble all over, 
declared it was the devil, and implored the 
Sister not to leave him, and to put on him 
whatever holy thing she might have about her. 
She put on him a relic of the late Pope Pius 
IX., and a medal, which at once tranquillized 
him, and he became calm. 

This fright, whatever may have occasioned 
it, had the good efEect of making him consent 

to see Father S , who called the following 

day and was most politely received, though 
the conversation was confined to general sub- 
jects and to inquiries as to his health. He 
was very much pleased with his visitor, and 
entreated him to come again. On this second 

occasion. Father S began on the subject 

of religion, and found him imbued with 
all the most absi^rd prejudices which a Pro- 
testant could have against the Catholic Faith, 
especially against Confesssion, Infallibility, 
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Devotion to Our Lady^ and the Blessed Sacra- 
ment. However, he was not averse to dis- 
cussing these subjects. The good priest came 
every day, and with the greatest sweetness 
and patience answered all his objections. 

What he did not fully agree to or under- 
stand, he would talk over afterwards with the 
Sister, who generally succeeded in satisfying 
him. At last his eyes were opened, and then 
his only anxiety was to be prepared for Con- 
fession and Holy Communion, which again 
the Sister undertook to do. She found that 
the one soft place in his heart was his love for 
his pious mother, who had always prayed so 
earnestly for him. Amidst all his wanderings 
he had carefully kept one little thing which 
she had given him as a boy. It was a small 
cardboard shape of the foot of St, Eose of 
Viterbo, with a piece of the veil which had 
covered her body in the shrine, with its 
authentication. Who knows what grace he 
obtained by his fidelity to this one recollection 
of his holier days ? Anyhow, Sister C— — 
never alluded to his mother withoat the tears 
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coming into her eyes. " Would that she could 
see the answer to her prayers V^ he would 
exclaim. '' But doubtless she is still watching 
over and helping me from heaven." 

At last the day came when he was to make 
his confession and be reconciled to Grod. 
Scarcely had Father S. sat down by his bed- 
side when that appalling knock was again 
heard in the room. It sounded like a most 
furious blow on a large copper caldron^ and 
shook the whole room^ as the Sister had before 
experienced. The sick man was most violently 
agitated^ clasped the Priest's hand tightly^ and 
implored him not to leave him. 

Father 0. told him to be calm and not to 
mind the wiles of his spiritual enemy. His 
penitent then said that he belonged to one of 
the worst Lodges of Freemasonry^ and that 
he was sure the noise was diabolical. 

Father 0. sprinkled him with holy water, 
when he became suddenly quiet^ and made a 
full and general confession; after which he was 
reconciled to God and to the Church, and 
received the Blessed Sacrament with the 



The Result of a Mother's Prayers. 157 

deepest penitence and joy. The consolation 
he then experienced continaed to the end of 
his lifOj although his landlady did her very 
best to embitter it by her unfounded jealousy 
and avarice. She took it into her head that 
*^ the Priest and the Sister were trying to get 
all the old gentleman's money'* — ''or else" 
she was overheard saying, '' that nurse^ who is 
like a lady too, would never endure that smell 
for so many days and nights ; and that young 
clergyman would not come to see him so 
frequently and remain with him so long!" 
She became as disagreeable to them both as 
possible, and there was no spite or ill-nature 
that she did not vent upon the poor Sister, 
who was naturally more in her power than thd 
Priest. 

At last, in a rage, she told Father S. that 
she knew the Sister had got a lot of money 
out of the patient, whereas it had all been 
promised to her; that the sick man paid 
nothing for his board and lodging or medicines, 
and that it was all at her expense; and a 
great deal more in the same strain. 
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Father S. fonnd out that the whole of this 
statement was absolutely false ; but she made 
the poor invalid so miserable by her abuse and 
continual suspicion^ that he implored Father 
S. to take him to another lodging. However^ 
when it came to the time^ he was too ill to be 
movedj so that things were obliged to go on as 
before. 

The poor sufferer himself seemed willing to 
accept everything in a spirit of penitence for 
the past. His patience was wonderful, in 
spite of the most terrible sufferings. Towards 
the end of his illness, his feet mortified and 
bred worms, causing him excessive pain ; but 
the only remark he made about this was^ 
''that Almighty God was punishing him in 
that way, because he had formerly been so 
vain about his feet.'' In fact, his dispositions 
were most edifying. He received the Sacrament 
frequently, and always with the greatest fervour 
and contrition. His death was calm and free 
from all terrors. To both the Sister and 
Father S. it was the source of unmixed con- 
solation. How much more to the poor mother 
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wlio would meet in heaven her ransomed 
child — the object of so many apparently hope- 
less tears and prayers ! 

The landlady's astonishment was very great 
whenj on opening his desk^ she found all and 
more than all the money she expected. She 
owned to the Priest that she was ashamed of 
her unpst suspicions : but that she had never 
seen so much patience and charity as was 
shown to that poor man by the Sisters ; and 
that she could not believe^ till now, that any- 
one living would have made such sacrifices for 
a stranger, without any gain or profit ! Cer- 
tainly, if example and teaching could have 
made her a Catholic, she had both. But her 
covetousness and love of money were, like 
Judas's, too strong impediments to her conver- 
sion. And up to the present time she con- 
tinues in the same state of mind; with her 
feelings, however, greatly softened towards 
those '' nurses/' as she persists in calling the 
Sisters, who are so willing to '' spend and be 
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spent '' for the sake of the suffering members 
of their Lord. 

Maj their great work for the bodies and 
sonls of men obtain a glorious place for them 
in heaven I 



THE TWO COUSINS. 




NB day in July, about twelve years 



ago, two little children were playing 
in a court in one of the most crowded 
y^* parts of London. Happy children ! 
who have green fields and shady lanes and 
wild-flowers, and all the beautif al sights and 
sounds of country life, to make their childhood 
bright and pleasant! But the poor little 
things who are cooped up in close courts and 
alleys hardly know what a bit of green is, or 
a bird, save one in a cage, and have nothing 
but dirty pavements to run about on, and no 
relief from the burning sun in summer-time, 
and nothing to play with but old oyster- 
shells or filthy toys. What wonder then that 

11 
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they so often grow up as puny and stonted as 
their surroundings ? 

This was not the case, however, with the two 
children about whom we are going to tell the 
story. One was an orphan — ^her name was 
Lucy ; her father and mother were both dead, 
and she had been taken care of, ever since she 
could remember, by an uncle and aunt, who 
had lots of children of their own, and could 
badly afford to keep an extra mouth ; but they 
said : " we can't have poor Mary's child sent 
to the Workhouse,^' and so they kept her ; 
with that wonderful charity which you see so 
often among the poor, and so rarely, alas ! 
among those of a higher class, by whom the "poor 
relation " is often scouted and abandoned — or 
even if admitted into their home, is made to eat 
the bitter bread of dependence and to feel that 
she is a nuisance and a burden. 

At the time our story begins, Lucy was four 
years old, while her little cousin Mary was 
just five I and as they lived next door, they 
were constant playmates and companions. 
Mary's mother was a widow, who worked hard 
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for a KviDg; but she was a good and fervent 
CathoKo, and brought up her child to be one 
too. As soon as she could speak, she taught 
her to say the words " Jesus " and " Mary,'' 
and to fold her little hands in prayer; and on 
Sundays she would carry her in her arms to 
the nearest Catholic church, where, if she did 
not understand what was going on, she yet 
learned that reverence and that happy fami- 
liarity (if we may so call it) with our dear Lord 
and His Mother which is so beautiful in a 
little Catholic child, to whom "Church'' is 
not a place of weary penance and dread, as to 
the Protestant one, but a home, where th^e 
crib and the pictures and the statues of the 
Holy Mother and her Child are as old friends, 
associated with all their earliest and happiest 
recollections. 

The baby years of these two children had 
thus been passed, when an event occurred 
which changed their whole future lives. 

We have said that Mary's mother and 
Lucy's uncle and aunt were poor hard-working 

people; and the result of this was, that they 

IX— ^2 
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were out at work all day long, and had to leave 
their little ones either to the care of one of 
the elder children or to an old woman who 
lived in the court, and made a few halfpence 
by " minding " the babies of her neighbours 
during the work-hours. This old woman was 
tolerably good and respectable on the whole^ 
but there were times when she was tempted 
just to take a '' drop of something " to " keep 
out the cold '/^ and on such occasions she would 
often Ml asleep, and leave her little charges 
to take care of themselves. Sometimes Mary's 
mother was alarmed at this^ but what could 
she do ? If she did not go out to work, neither 
she nor Mary would have anything to eat; so 
that she tried to stifle her anxiety with the 
thought that Mary would soon be old enough 
to go to school^ and then she would be safe 
during the work-hours. 

One day accordingly, when every grown-up 
man and woman in the court was gone to work 
and the bigger children were all at school, 
our little cousins were playing together and 
building an oyster-shell house, when a man 
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and woman whom they did not know came into 
the court, bringing a monkey and an organ 
with them. The children were delighted; 
and all the more when, after a whispered con- 
versation with the woman, the man began 
playing a tone and the monkey to dance. The 
woman took some sweet stufi ont of her pocket 
which she offered to Mary, and then said to 
her : 

"If you will come just outside into the 
street there. 111 show you a beautiful parrot 
too." 

Now Mary's mother had always strictly 
charged her never to go beyond the court, 
or let Lucy do so. But the temptation was 
too strong to be resisted. The old woman 
had dosed away in her armchair by the 
door, and even the music did not wake her ; 
for, alas I she had yielded to her besetting 
sin that day ; and so, without even think- 
ing of her mother's warning, Mary, holding 
little Lucy by the hand, followed the organ- 
man and his monkey and the woman into 
the street, where the promised parrot was 
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to be seen. Hardly, however, had they got 
there, when the woman threw her shawl over 
Mary's head and drew her into a house close 
by, while the organ-man did the same to Lucy; 
and in spite of the children's stifled screams, 
hurried them through this house and out by a 
back way, to a covered waggon which was 
standing there, and into which both the man 
and woman jumped with the children; while 
the driver, merely nodding to the man, and 
saying, '^ You've got the kids!'' drove ofiE as 
rapidly as he could out of the town. 

I will say nothing of the despair of Mary's 
mother, and of the uncle and aunt of little 
Lucy, when they came home at dinner-time 
and found the children gone. Every efiEort was 
made by the police and the neighbours to track 
them : advertisements were put in the papers ; 
handbills printed, carefully describing the 
look and clothes of the children; a large 
Government reward was offered — but in vain. 
One child in the street had seen the organ-man 
enter the court with the monkey ; and every 
organ-man in London was searched, but no 
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children were found. It seemed quite un- 
accountable — ^for why should anyone steal two 
such young children, who could be of no use ? 

After a time the ''nine days' wonder '' 
ceased to occupy people's minds. A fight, end- 
ing in murder, in the same court, gave fresh 
work to the police on the beat, and the 
children's disappearance was well-nigh for- 
gotten, save by the broken-hearted mother, 
who never ceased her prayers and supplications 
to Our Lord and His Blessed Mother that her 
child might one day be restored to her, and in 
the meanwhile be kept from harm. 

And the poor children themselves ? It was 
not till they were well out of the town and 
trotting across a common, that they wore re- 
leased from their coverings which had well- 
nigh suffocated them. Lucy had sobbed her- 
self to sleep j but Mary's sorrow was that of 
an older child, and mingled too with remorse 
and self-reproach. Young as she was, she felb 
she had done wrong, and that this terrible 
punishment was the consequence of her dis- 
obedience to her mother's orders. Her long- 
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ing for that dear motlier increased eyery 
moment ; and when she conld speak^ she could 
only Bob ont^ '' Oh^ take me back to mother I" 
A sharp blow^ with a threat that ''if she 
didn't keep quiet she'd have something more 
to cry for/' was her only answer. And so the 
weary day passed^ and towards night they 
reacheda place with big trees^ under which there 
was a horse feeding and a kind of trayelling 
caravan^ while two or three men and women 
and some hungry-looking dogs were lounging 
about Here the waggon stopped j the children 
were handed out^ the man and woman and the 
organ and monkey followed^ and then the' 
waggon drove away. 

Hungry and frightened, the two poor little 
girls began to cry again j and a man with a 
brutal and repulsive countenance came up to 
them« and addressing the womau, said : 

" What on earth did you bring 'em so young 

for r 

''I suppose you wished them to be old 
enough to peach and get us all put into quod!" 
replied the woman sneeringly. 
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The man tamed away with an oath^ and a 
sad-looking young woman came forward, and 
taking Mary's hand^ exclaiming^ '^ Why, the 
poor little sonls most be half clemmed T 
proceeded to get them some snpper ; and then 
proposed that they should go to bed in the 
caravan^ where a kind of crib had been railed 
off for them. 

A snrly assent was given by the master of 
the troop ; and the yonng woman, whose name 
was Kathleen^ qnicUy carried them off to their 
strange sleeping-placa No sooner was she 
alone and free from the obserration of the 
rest, than^ to little Mary^s great surprise^ she 
threw her arms aromid her neck and covered 
her with kisses^ sobbing all the time. 

*' O, my poor lamb I" she cried, " to think 
that yon should be brought to live with this bad 
lot I But 111 protect you, or my name's not 
Kathleeu,"Bhe added,after a bit, and proceeded 
to undress the tired and bewildered little ones. 

Lucy was dead with sleep already, and soon 
settled down in her strange bed. But Mary, 
for whom Kathleen had found a nightgown 
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about lier size^ stopped a moment^ and theii 
kneeling down, clasped her little hands and 
said: "0 Jesus and Mary, help your poor 
child j and bless mother, and let me see her 
again V^ and at the recollection, her tears again 
flowed freely. Kathleen had remained as if 
thunderstruck at the child's unexpected pro- 
ceeding, and muttered half to herself : 

*'Ahl many*s the day since IVe heard 
those words, or said a bit of prayer myself, 
but maybe I'll begin now ;" and tenderly lift- 
ing up the weeping little girl, soothed and 
petted her, and laid her down gently by her 
little cousin; nor did she leave her till she 
saw that fatigue had overcome her sorrow, and 
that she was fast asleep. 

The next morning the camp was moved very 
early, and the lumbering caravan was soon on 
its way to the nearest town, where a per- 
formance was announced in big placards for 
the following evening. 

The strangeness and variety of their life 
amused the children after a bit ; and it was 
not long before they were made to take a part 
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in the evening^s entertainments^ either as the 
" The Babes in the Wood" or the *' Sleeping 
Beauty/' etc., for which little Majy was well 
fitted, being a very pretty child, with dark 
eyes^ and a large qoantiiy of fair hair. Their 
first friend Kathleen continaed devoted to the 
children, and never lost sight of them, shield- 
ing them on all occasions from the cross 
words and blows of the rest. The poor 
woman had lost her own child, a little girl of 
Mary's age, and it seemed as if these new 
arrivals had filled up to a certain degree the 
aching void in her heart. She questioned 
Mary as to her home and her mother, and 
above all as to the court in which she had 
lived; but, unhappily, the child had never 
heard the name, or if she had, did not recol- 
lect it. She knew her mother was called by 
the neighbours '' Widow Smith,'' but that was 
all Kathleen could extract from her; and 
Lucy, of course, knew still less. Kathleen, 
however, made a memorandum of every little 
thing which might help some day to trace 
Mary's home, although it amounted to next to 
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nothing. She found oat she was a Catholic, as 
Kathleen herself had been, although her wild 
and vagrant life had well-nigh obliterated 
all remembrance of early teaching ; and she 
determined that^ come what may^ she would 
keep up the habit of prayer in little Mary^ 
and try and teach her whatever she could 
recollect of her own old lessons in the Catholic 
school. She found a very old prayer-book 
among her treasures^ which had been a school 
prize^ and out of that she resolved to try and 
teach Mary her letters. Mary knew the 
'' Our Father '' and the '' Hail Mary," . and 
said them night and morning secretly, as she 
had learned to be terribly afraid of everyone 
around her save Kathleen. 

So the months and even years passed on. 
Mary and Lucy were taught to dance, and 
although many whippings followed the lessons, 
and the poor children dreaded every little 
accident which might in any way mar the 
evening^s performance and bring upon them 
the certain and often cruel punishment after- 
wards, yet on the whole they acquitted them- 
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selves well; and Mary distingaislied herself 
by her graceful ways and a certain ladylike 
manner which was natural to her^ and made 
an effect on the audience. 

They travelled chiefly in the North of Eng- 
land^ attending the different fairs and race* 
courses; and at times the manager made a 
good deal of money. But there would come 
bad seasons and small attendances at the per- 
formance, and then his brutal nature would 
show itself^ and woe betide anyone who came 
in his way. 

It was at such times that Kathleen redoubled 
her vigilance^ and often received herself the 
cruel cut of the whip or the heavy blow in- 
tended for the children. But it happened one 
night that Kathleen fell ill^ and for many days 
was unable to stir. It was a kind of low 
fever caught in the damp marshy wood where 
they had been encamped. Yaluable as she 
was to the troop, the manager would not for 
her sake give up an engagement, he had the 
following week in Yorkshire; and so Kath- 
leen was left behind until well enough to 
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rejoin themj and sorrowfully saw lier nnrs- 
lings start without her. In vain she com- 
mended them to the other two women in the 
caravan. They were bad and heartless^ and 
rather jealous of the care which Kathleen had 
lavished upon them. 

Everything went wrong in their unfortunate 
expedition : it poured with rain — no one would 
come to the performances who could stop at 
home; and, to make it worse, Lucy had sprained 
her footj and so could not dance as usual, so 
that her performance was hissed. This brought 
the ill-humour of the manager to a crisis. 
He had drunk heavily that evening, which 
made him more of a brute than a man ; and 
seizing the child when the curtain had fallen 
and the company had dispersed, he began 
flogging her unmercifully. Mary heard her 
agonizing cries, and rushed up to the women 
to go and save her ; but they would not inter- 
fere, fearing he might turn upon themselves. 

At last there was a silence; the man did 
not return, nor was there a sign of little Lucy. 
After about an hour, not being able to bear 
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the suspense any longer, Mary crept cautiously 
out of the * caravan, and went to look 
for her^poor little cousin. She found her at 
last — ^and dead I The brute with his last lash 
had thrown her against the wall, and by this 
crowning act of barbarity had put an end to 
her little suffering life. 

Horror and terror deprived Mary of all 
power of thinking for a time, and then her own 
idea was to escape herself and go to Kathleen. 
She had hardly realized how she should 
manage this, when a well-known voice calling 
her gave her courage ; and rushing forward, 
she found herself in Kathleen's arms, who, 
feeling better, had made up her mind to rejoin 
them without any further delay. 

To draw her aside and tell her of the terrible 
event of the night was a matter which in her 
state of terror Mary could hardly accomplish j 
but when Kathleen had listened, horrorstruck, 
to the child's statement, and been taken to see 
poor Lucy's body, the stern and determined 
look which came over her face was one which 
Mary had never seen before. '* Come with 
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me I" was all slie said ; and lifting poor little 
Lacy in Iier arms^ and silently Followed by 
Maiy^ Kathleen marched boldly to the police 
station^ where a light was stdll burning^ and 
ringing the bell^ was confronted by the 
superintendent himself. 

''I bring you a murdered child/' said 

Kathleen calmly, ''and desire yon to take 
np William Buckley^ the manager of the 
caravan in Harconrt Place, on a charge of 
mnrder^ which I and this child are ready to 
prove/^ 

The police hastened to the spot^ bat foand 
that the man had not retamed^ and was still 
drinking at a neighboaring pablic - house. 
They lay in wait for him, however, and 
caught him on his return, in spite of the 
most savage resistance. 

Kathleen and poor little Mary were charit- 
ably taken in by a respectable woman living 
next door to the station ; while the poor little 
murdered child remained in the station-house, 
waiting for the inquest which was held the 
following day, and resulted in a charge of 
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^^Wilfal murder '^ against the manager. 
The indignation in the town against him was 
such, that he would have been torn limb 
from limb when brought before the magis- 
trates, had he not been protected by a strong 
force of constabulary; and he was at once 
committed for trial, on a charge of murder, 
at the next assizes. 

The whole story of the children also came out, 
and advertisements were put in every paper 
to try and trace Mary's mother, but in vain. 
There were too many courts in London, and 
too many " Widow Smiths.^' The old woman 
and the organ-man who had kidnapped them 
had left the troop, and gone no one knew 
where. But public sympathy was showered, 
on Kathleen and Mary, and a subscription 
made for them till the trial was over, and 
something could be decided as to their future. 
Great anxiety was felt for little Mary, whose 
nerves had been so shattered by the events of 
that terrible night, that for a long time she 
could not recover, and would wake con- 
tinually imploring some one ^^ to have 

12 
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mercj/^ and re-enacting the horrible mardeir 
in her dreams. 

At last, the trial came on ; the evidence 
was overwhelming, and the man condemned to 
be hanged^ which sentence was soon after 
executed. The magistrates wrote to a lady 
who had a beantifal Catholic Orphanage^ ask- 
ing her if she would take Mary, which was at 
once acceded to ; and a respectable situation 
was found for Kathleen^ who rejoiced in 
Mary's future being thus secured, although 
both felt the parting terribly. 

"I will never forget you — no, never !^' 
sobbed Mary, when Kathleen took leave of 
her at the train which was to convey her to 
her new home. 

"Nor I you/' replied Kathleen, choking 
down her own emotion for the child's sake. 
"And you must learn to write and tell me 
how you are going on ; and we will think of 
one another in our prayers, won't we, my 
darling?" added Kathleen, as, with a last 
kiss, she put her in the carriage, charging 
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the guard to look after her. And so the train 
sped on to Mary's new home. 

She did not arrive there till evening, when 
she was met at the station by a kind, loving 
face, in a white cornette, who gave her a 
kiss, and taking her little bag, walked 
quickly away with her to the Home. There 
the Superior met her at the door, and took 
her into her own room, and gave her some 
tea, thinking she would be shy and frightened 
the first evening among so many other girls- 
The Superior knew all about Mary's history, 
and she had arranged that she should sleep at 
first in one of the Sister's rooms, as they 
knew she was still subject to the night-panic 
brought on by the murder. After talking 

to her a little, they took her into the chapel, 
the calm and beauty of which soothed poor 
little Mary more than all ; and then she 
quickly found herself undressed and put in a 
nice little white bed, where the fatigue of her 
long journey soon sent her into a sound and 
unbroken sleep. 

We will pass over the next few years of 

12—2 
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Mary^s life. At firsts she was yerj mncli 
aahamed of her backwardness in learnings for 
except dancings reciting and actings she had 
iterallj been tanght nothing. Bat her deter- 
mination to make up for lost time^ and the 
Sisters' loving patience^ at last overcame her 
difficulties ; and before long she was able to 
write a very tidy letter to her &ithf ol friend 
Kathleen^ telling her ail about her new Ufe. 
The good old priest of the mission was like- 
wise very much pleased with Mary. Thanks 
to Kathleen's care^ she had never forgotten 
her prayers^ althonghj of coursOj she wanted 
a great deal of teaching ; yet the love of Oar 
Lord and of His Blessed Mother was always 
there^ and with that foundation it was easy to 
work. 

Soon she had the happiness of making her 
First Communion^ and not long after of re- 
ceiving the Sacrament of Confirmation from 
the hands of the Bishop of the Diocese^ who 
spoke to her very kindly afterwards^ and was 
as much struck as everyone else at her re- 
fined manners^ and gentlci sweety and modest 
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appearance. There was always a trace of sad-« 
ness in her f ace^ the result of all she had gone 
through in her early years ; but the children 
in the house all loved her, and she took 
special care of the little ones, whom the 
Sisters often entrusted to her altogether. 

As she grew older, one idea only seemed 
to fill her heart, and that was to become her- 
self a spouse of Our Lord. ''I have seen 
enough of the world,^' she would say, in 
answer to the remonstrances of her com- 
panions, who urged her ''to see a little life 
first." And then they were silent, for they 
knew something of her past history, although 
the Sisters had enjoined her to say as little 
about it as possible. However, it was jjadged 
advisable, both ^for the sake of proving her 
vocation and that she might earn something 
towards her dotj that she should go for a time 
to France as nursery governess ; and a nice 
place was found for her with the Marquise de 

, where, she had the charge of a little 

boy and girl, whose afEections she won at 
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,once^ so that they were extremely pleased with 
her. 

One day her mistress told her that she was 
expecting her sister and her children to stay 
with her at the Chlltean^ and added : '' I know 
you will be pleased, Mary, for my sister has 
an English nnrse, a very superior person, 
though not young, who has brought up all her 
children, and for whom she has the highest 
regard/' 

The Countess D duly arrived, and 

presently Mary - and her charges were sent 
for downstairs, and Mary was desired to take 
the English nurse up to show her their rooms. 
The face of the nurse seemed familiar to her, 
she knew not why; but she was still more 
surprised at the evident emotion she excited 
in this stranger, who never seemed able to 
take her eyes off her. The moment they 
were alone she seized Mary's hand, and with 
great agitation exclaimed : 

*^ Pray forgive me ! but who are you ? You 
are so like one whom I knew and loved once 
— and — oh I" she added, bursting into tears. 
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''you cannot be my child — my long-lost little 
Af ary !" 

It was even so. Tlie poor mother, when 
all hope of finding her child seemed over, 
could not bear to remain in London, op go on 
with the work which she had only under- 
taken to be able to support and make a home 
for her child. And so she had gone back to 
service and taken a nurse's place, as she had 
been a head-nurse before she married Mary's 
father, who had only lived long enough after 
their union to bless her baby girl. And by a 
wonderfal concatenation of events, this step 
had thus led to her finding her child ; and not 
only finding her, but discovering her to be all 
that her fondest hopes had pictured — pious, 
and modest, and good, and true, and all that 
a mother could wish. We can imagine the 
joy and thankfulness on both sides, and how 
much Mary had to tell and her mother to hear 
of those terrible four or five years of suffering 
and trial with the travelling players ; of the 
goodness and fidelity of poor Kathleen ; and 
of Mary's subsequent seven years in the 
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contrary^ to Iiasten Mary's admission, when 
her year's probation with the Marqnise was 
over. She had saved more than enough 
money for the required dot^ and so^ six 
months htter fonnd Mary in her little black 
and white dress^ going steadily through her 
novitiate at the Bne dn Bac^ and giving every 
day stronger proofs of the reality of her 
vocation and the solidity of her virtue. In 
due course of time she took the habit^ and 
was sent to a large manu&tcturing town in the 
north of Englandj not far from the scene of 
that terrible murder. Kathleen, who had 
gone as servant to an old Catholic lady who 
lived near, came joyfully to see " Sister Lucy," 
as she was called; and declared that whatever 
she might have done for the children had been 
more than repaid by the happy home she had 
found, and the opportunity she had had of 
returning to her childhood's faith, and being 
properly instructed in our holy religion. To- 
gether they visited poor little Lucy's grave, 
over which Kathleen had put a simple stone 
cross; and both thanked God, Who out of 
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so terrible a calamity had brought about such 
mercies for them all. And so we will leave 
our little " Cousins " and this true story, of 
which we think the moral must be^ that those 
who are faithful to the least grace given them, 
will be rewarded a thousandfold by Him Who 
will never be outdone in love or generosity. 




THE EPPIOAOY OP PRATER. 




)N a beautiful village in the Tyrol, not very 
many miles from Brixen, lived a peasant 
farmer with his family. Like all the 
people in that truly Catholic country, he 
was most faithful to all practices of 
piety, and insisted on his children following 
his good example. At four o'clock every 
morning a bell rang in the church of his 
village to wake the inhabitants ; and at iive 
o'clock every man, woman, and child, unless 
incapacitated by illness or other urgent cause, 
repaired to the village church, where an early 
Mass was always said at that hour for the 
labourers and others engaged in the fields. 
Each house and each field was placed under 
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holy protection^ and Franz Baner (for bo tlie 
farmer was called) never passed a wayside 
shrine or a crucifix without kneeling for a 
moment or repeating an ejaculatory prayer. 
When evening came^ and work was over, a 
low murmur might be heard in every cottage 
and house in the village. This was the father 
or mother of the family repeating the Bosary 
with their children — a never-failing practice 
throughout the Tyrol; and there is no pea- 
santry in Europe so thriving, so prosperous^ 
so industrious^ and so contented as the people 
of that favoured land, for in everything they 
put God first. He is part of their daily life— 
not merely a Sunday thought, but everything 
is referred to Him, in trouble as in joy. Let 
one of the fearful thunderstorms to which 
that country is subject burst forth, the first 
thing you hear is the bell of the parish church; 
and you see the priest hurrying from his 
presbytery to the sanctuary, followed by such 
of the peasants as are not at work at the 
moment, and there offering up heartfelt 
prayers for his flock and their cattle^ that 
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they may be spared from tHe evil effects of the 
storm raging withont. 

Again^ let there come any epidemic or sick- 
ness in any one of the districts, every village 
will turn out in processioUj singing hymns 
and litanies, to implore the mercy of God that 
the scourge may be averted. Or should it be 
a feast-day of any of the farmers or pro- 
prietors, everyone will repair to the parish 
church and hear Mass for him, while many 
will go to Communion for his intention; and 
then, but not till the first-fruits of the day, as 
it were, have been thus given to God, will the 
friends meet in the &irmer's or proprietor's 
house and joyfully breakfast with him, reserv- 
ing always a portion of the feast for the sick 
who cannot be present at the entertainment. I 
was living among these people two years ago, 
and remember having been invited at four 
o'clock in the morning to a feast of this sort 
with its previous Mass, by an old &rmer in 
the heart of the mountains ; and never was I 
more touched than at the fervent piety and 
simple but genuine hospitality of my host 
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Well, the hero of my story, whom I will call 
Ernest, had been brought np among influences 
such as these; and although inclined to be 
wild and unruly, yet the wholesome chastise- 
ment of his father prevented his ever neglect- 
ing his prayers or failing to take his place in 
the usual catechetical instruction given by tho 
good old parish priest of his village, so that 
he was thoroughly grounded in the faith. 
Still his nature was wild and rebellious, and 
gave his good parents great anxiety. At 
fifteen he was apprenticed to a baker in a 
neighbouring town, where he learned his trade 
quickly, though he was often in trouble with 
his employers from the irregularity of his 
hours and his love of pleasure. 

Stillj the good seed had been well sown in 
his heart; he was always ashamed of and 
penitent after his escapades, and never ne- 
glected his prayers. 

At twenty-one he was drawn for the con- 
scription, and entered the Austrian service, 
greatly to his delight. He formed part of the 
Austrian army of occupation in Italy, and at 
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Casfcelfidardo fouglit valiantly for the Pope. 
At Ancona a bomb struck the very tree under 
which he stood, but he was unhurt. In spite 
of occasional follies and outbursts of insub- 
ordination, he was very much liked in his 
regiment, and always clung to his morning 
and evening prayers with a kind of half super- 
stitious feeling that they would keep him from 
harm, no matter what he did. 

His term of military service having expired, 
his parents wanted him to return home. But 
he had no mind for a quiet life ; and so, instead 
of going back to the Tyrol, he cast in his lot 
with some sailors on the Danube, who navi- 
gated that river from Pesth to Constantinople. 
He arrived at that latter city on Christmas 
Eve, and was surprised to see the whole town 
and shipping decked with flags for the feast, 
in spite of the prejudices of a Mussulman 
population. Here again his naturally good 
and pious feelings returned. His old faith 
came back strongly upon him, and the beauti- 
ful services of Christmas Day in the great 
Franciscan Church at Pera filled him with joy. 
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Tired of the Danube^ he thought he would 
find work in some new channel, and very soon 
engaged himself as cook and baker on board 
a merchant vessel boand for England. On 
the voyage, one dark nighty the watch being 
imperfectly kept^ they were nearly run down 
by a large steamer. Ernest gave the alarm^ 
and at the same time his whole heart went out 
in earnest prayer that the imminent danger 
might be averted. His prayer was heard, and 
they were saved, though by a hair's-breadth. 

After this, the thought of his wonderful 
preservation amidst so many dangers steadied 
him for a time, and he half resolved to lead a 
better life. But at Liverpool, where they 
landed, he fell in with a bad and dissolute lot of 
young men, who led him into every kind of 
vice. After a time, sickened with remorse, 
and having spent all his money, he made his 
way to Manchester, where he engaged himself 
to a master-baker, and by him was found to be 
a very efficient assistant when he was sober. 
But the bad habits he had contracted at 
Liverpool still clung to him. In vain his 
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master reasoned with and argued with him. He 
would promise to amende but when the tempta- 
tion came^ he was too weak to resist. Still, all 
this time he never gave, up his prayers though 
very often almost ashamed to draw near to the 
Lord^ Whose laws he so constantly outraged. 

During this time he fell violently in love 
with a young dressmaker^ Mary Beynolds^ 
whom he met constantly going to her work 
whilst he was on his dailyroundswith the bread. 

She was a good girl^ but a bigoted Pro- 
testant. Ernest was very good-looking and 
winning in manner. His knowledge of so 
many different countries made him^ alas ! far 
more interesting and agreeable than the 
greater part of the young men whom Mary 
had seen; and by degrees she became sin- 
cerely attached to him. For her sake he 
determined to become more steady and save 
some moneyi so as to set up a baker's shop on 
his own account^ which he after some months 
was enabled to do. After testing his steadi- 
ness in this way for some little time, Mary^s 
mother consented to the marriage, but on 

. 13 
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condition that it should be in a Protestant 
church. At first his old faith rebelled against 
this idea; but at last his love overcame his 
scmplesj and he consented to do as they 
wished^ though with certain misgivings of 
conscience which he could not stifle. 

All went on happily for a time ; and Mary 
was about to become a mother, when unhap- 
pily some of his old Liverpool friends found 
him out, and led him once more into bad 
ways. Thoroughly ashamed of himself, he 
took to drinking again to drown thought; 
and after a short time was engaged in a 
drunken brawl, taken up by the police, tried 
before the magistrates, and condemned to a 
whole year's imprisonment. 

His despair may be imagined; but it was 
the hour of God's grace. When alone in his 
cell, he had leisure to think over his past life ; 
how, little by little, he had been led on, till it 
had come to this : that he was a convict, his fair 
name disgraced for ever, endless opportunities 
thrown away, God's grace slighted, his reli- 
gious duties unfulfilled, the careful teaching 
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of his duldhood thrown away— and this wai[f 
the result ! 

True^ he had always prayed ; he had even 
withstood the jeers of his new Protestant 
relations at his devotion to Oar Lady^ and 
had insisted^ in spite of his wife's ridicule^ on 
keeping her image by his bedside. But now 
he began really to pray — to pray with his 
whole heart for mercy and forgiveness for 
the past^ and for strength to keep his good 
resolutions. He obtained permission to see 
the Catholic chaplain of the gaol, and to him 
he made a general confession of his whole life^ 
and received the absolution for which his soul 
so earnestly craved. From that moment he 
was a changed man^ and accepted all the hard- 
ships of his imprisonment almost joyfully, as 
an atonement for his past sins. 

Little by little his prayers became almost 
continual ; even during the hours of labour he 
prayed constantly in his heart, till his whole 
countenance was changed^ and even the 
warders remarked it. But he was always 
humble and silent — never breaking a prison 

13^2 
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rule, but denying Iiimself even in the food lie 
took, to give it to the other prisoners, and 
bearing their mockery and sneers without a 
word. He had mnch to endnre likewise from 
the gaoler, who looked upon him, not nn- 
natnrallj perhaps, as an arrant hypocrite, 
and never missed an opportunity of being 
harsh and unjust towards him. But all this 
he bore without a murmur, saying it was less 
than he deserved; and this willing accept- 
ance of suffering and continual union with 
God brought him untold consolation. He 
became filled with Grod's grace, and an 
example to all around him, although he knew 
it not. At last the year was over, and he 
was free. His first impulse was to go to the 
nearest Catholic church and pour out before 
the tabernacle his sincere penitence and 
heartfelt thanksgivings. Then he sought his 
home. It had vanished. His wife had sold 
the shop and the business, and gone to lire 
with her Protestant mother, who had taken 
her back into her own home, and done her 
utmost to poison her mind against him. 
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Mosfc painful was their first meeting. She 
had dropped all communication with him 
from the first moment of his disgrace; and 
now it seemed as if her heart were for ever 
steeled against him. He asked to see his 
child — ^the boy bom during his imprisonment. 

This could not be denied him^ and his tears 
fell like rain over his baby's face. This sight 
somewhat softened Mary^ and to his next 
eager question as to " whether it had been 
baptized V* she answered in the affirmative ; 
but added, "In the Protestant Church." 
This was indeed a bitter punishment for his 
sin^ but he did not lose heart; he felt that 
all could be repaired by prayer and patience. 

His next object was to get work^ and that 
again was very difficult. Who would take 
him without a character f At Manchester he 
was too well-known, so he resolved to try his 
fate in London. After many struggles and 
many bitter disappointments, he at last suc- 
ceeded ; and by steadiness and perseverance, 
won the respect and esteem of his employers. 
By degrees, he made enough money to set up 
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once more a respectable home; and after 
many fmitless attempts^ he at last prevafled 
upon Mary to come back to him with their 
child. She had no cause to repent the step, 
for his loving patience and gentleness with 
her knew no bounds. His life was indeed an 
edification to all around him : first at Mass^ and 
then at his work, not a moment was left unem- 
ployed ; while, when he came home, his leisure- 
time was spent either in teaching his children^ 
or in helping the poor and sick around them. 

His wife could not but be won by so con- 
sistent and holy a life; but she missed the 
key to it all — ^her Protestant prejudices were 
as strongly rooted as ever, and all his prayers 
seemed fruitless. He at last obtained her 
consent, however, to the conditional baptism 
of their first child in the Catholic Church; 
and she made no objection to the baptism of 
the rest as he wished. 

On the whole, their lives were very happy. 
Everything seemed to prosper which h6 under- 
took; their business rapidly increased; soon 
they were able to take a larger house and 
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keep a servant. Their cKfldren grew up 
stroDg and healthy^ and above all^ good and 
piouB^ trained most carefally by tbeir fiitber^ 
who took care especially that their prayers 
shonld never be neglected, Ernest himself 
had joined the Confraternity of the Holy 
Family^ and had become a member of the 
Society of St. Vincent of PanL His influence 
among young working-men was very great, 
especially in persuading them to refrain from 
drink^ and go to their duties. And often 
when, he found one or other of them reckless 
and wild, as he himself had been^ he would 
coax him to come home with him; and by 
putting forth all his powers of interesting and 
amusing his guest, would draw him away 
fi*om temptation^ and induce him to lead a 
steady and respectable life. 

The number of souls whom he has thus 
rescued, and is still rescuing — ^for he yet lives 
— ^will never be known until the day when aU 
secrets shall be revealed. Yet all this time 
Mary remained unconvinced. She could not 
but be struck by her husband's goodness, but 
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it seemed to have no effect upon her as 
regarded her faith. She went steadily alone 
to the Protestant conventicle which she had 
gone to on first coming to London^ unheeding 
the many yearning looks often cast upon her 
by her husband and children. Yet he prayed 
on^ and as the children grew older, he made 
them join in his petitions. All his toils, all his 
sufferings, were offered up for this one end— 
i,e., her conversion. He never argued with 
her, but tried by every kind of tenderness 
and love to win her over to the truth. At 
last, when he had almost given up hope, God 
brought about the matter in a totally un- 
expected way. Mary had taken as a servant 
a little Catholic girl (herself a convert) whose 
appearance and manner had struck her at first 
sight. She was very simple and modest, but 
withal had plenty of good sense and heavenly 
wisdom. Her straightforward honesty made 
a very favourable impression upon Mary, and 
she occasionally asked her questions regarding 
the Catholic faith, which a kind ot false shame 
prevented her doing with her husband. Bit 
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by bit, the prejudices of a lifetime melted 
away before the simple, earnest words of this 
poor servant-girl. But then Mary's pride 
came in the way j how could she own herself 
in the wrong after ''holding out," as she 
called it, for so many years ? 

It was the Month of Mary. As we have said 
before, Ernest's whole life was one of prayer ; 
but this month he determined, if possible, to 
take heaven by storm, as it were, to obtain the 
much-coveted grace. The days passed on^ 
and nothing seemed gained. Yet during that 
very time, unknown to husband or children, 
Mary, led by her little maid, was going daily 
to a good old priest, to be instructed in our 
holy religion. At last, the 31st of the month 
came ; and in the morning, Ernest, as usual, 
went to the parish church with his children for 
their daily Mass. There is a little delay . Ernest 
is sad at heart, and feels as if it were his own 
old sins which are keeping this grace from his 
dear wife. Still he prays on. Presently the 
priest comes up to him and whispers, smiling : 

^' I am afraid the Mass will be a little later 
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to-Hay, for we liave as abJDrfttioii first at Oar 
Lady's altar. Will 70a assist at it f " 

Ernest mecliatiically follows liim to a side- 
altar, where a female Ggnre is kneeling at 
ft prie>diea in the middle. He looks at her. 
Can he be dreaming J No ; it is a gown, 
a bonnet, he knows well. Overcome by 
emotion, he draws nearer and sees her face 
—the face of his own Mary. Who can 
tell the joy and thanLfolness of that mo- 
uent 7 Fearful of disturbing her at sach 
a time, he draws back; bat he has seen 
enough. Prostrate on the groand in prayer, 
he feels bat his own faithlessness in G^jd's 
promises, which are now being so wonderfully 
fulfilled. The "prayer of the righteous man" 
has bean indeed heard. Together, when the 
short abinration serrioe is over, they kneel at 
that altar and share in the Bread of Life; and 
: together they walk home after their thanks- 
', givings, their hearts too full for words, with 
the holy old priest's mnrmared exclamation 
Btill ringing in (iieir ears as he gave them 
a parting blessiug: 

" Oh, the wonderful efficacy of prayer !" 





THE WHITE NECKTIE; 

OB, 

A 8T0BY Of A FIBST COlOnTKIOK. 

)F there be aBjtliing in the life of a pious 
Catholic child more touching and im- 
pressive than another^ it is the day of 
'' First Communion^'' the moment when 
the young soul, purified by prayer and 
preparation, and a thorough cleansing in the 
tribunal of penance^ is for the first time 
admitted to intimate communion with the 
Lord of Heayen and Earth, and becomes, as it 
were, for a time one with Him^ whom to love 
is life eternal. 

In the convent schools and colleges through- 
out France and Italy this day is kept as a 
most important festival, and carried out with 
every circumstance of pomp and solemnity. 
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In the Jesuit Colleges especially, the prepara- 
tion for this important event ended in a three 
days' retreat; during which the intending 
First Communicants were kept from all inter- 
course with the rest of the boys and the out- 
side world, and spent their time in religious 
exercises suited to their age, which ended in 
their each making a general confession. 

On the eve of the great day, a short time 
was set apart for them to see their parents and 
beg pardon for whatever trouble they might 
have caused them by disobedience or other 
faults. This was generally a most impressive 
scene. Next morning, after Holy Communion 
and a joyous breakfast in the master's own 
dining-room, presided over by the Father 
Rector, the parlours were thrown open^ where 
the parents were waiting for them. And soon 
the First Communicants were in their arms^ 
amidst embraces and tears of holy joy. 

On one of these occasions, amidst the crowd 
of anxious parents was a lady of noble birth, 
the widowed mother of an only boy, who was 
the pride and joy of her heart. Like Blanche 
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of Castile^ she had imprinted on her child's 
mind a horror of sin and a strong sense of 
duty both to God and man. And now, as 
she held him in her arms in all the beantj 
of his innocence and yonth^ her emotion 
choked the words she longed to speak. Leo, 
for that was the boy's name, watched her &ca 
anxiously while his fingers nnconscioosly 
played with the white necktie which^ in accorr 
dance with the college regulations, all the 
First Commonicants wore; and seeing that 
her eyes were fixed upon it, exclaimed : 

*' Mother, why are you looking so earnestly 
at my tie V* 

She did not answer for a moment, only 
looking upon him with unusual tenderness, 
and then said : 

'' Tes ; I was thinking of that necktie — so 
pure and white to-day : shall I live to see it 
stained and thrown away Y 

The boy at once understood her meaning, 
and her dread lest his present innocence should 
be lost and his purity soiled by sin ; but at 
first he only tried to reassure her by redoub- 
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ling his kissecu Seeing^ however^ that she 
still looked grave and anxious^ he suddenly 
flung himself on his knees^ and laying his 
head on her lap^ exclaimed : 

^' Mother^ you are quite right. That white 
necktie does indeed^ I hope, represent the 
whiteness of my soul to-day. Will it comfort 
you if I promise to give it back to you should 
the unhappy day come when any grievous sin 
enters my soulT' and seeing her look fixed 
more intently than ever upon him^ he added : 
'• Dearest mother ! by your heart so full of 
love for me, and by mine which has become 
to-day the sanctuary of the good God, I swear 
that I will keep this necktie^ and never send it 
back to you unless a mortal sin drives God 
and innocence far from me I'' • 

Tears and caresses were the happy mother's 
only answer; but in the boy's heart a pact 
was made, which God Himself ratified in 
heaven. 

That evening, at the renovation of Baptismal 
Vows, when it came to Loo's turn to repeat, 
with his hand upon the Holy Gospels, the 
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Bolemn words, '' I renonnce Satan and all his 
works and all liis pomps, and I promise to be 
fidtlifal to Jesns Clirist now and for ever^^' 
there was a pecnliar accent of earnestness^ 
and a ring of determination in his voice, 
which his mother heard^ and which filled her 
whole soul with confidence and joy. 

Time passed^ and the long vacation came, 
and bronght Leo back to his home. The 
very first Sunday morning after his return, 
he knelt by his mother's side with his white 
necktie on at Holy Communion, and the same 
on subsequent occasions^ which she observed 
in thankful silence. At other times, the 
precious emblem was neatly wrapped up in 
silver paper in his desk, only to be looked at 
now and then when he felt himself in danger 
or temptation. And so the years passed by, 
and his college life was over ; but still, when- 
ever he came home and drew near the altar, 
the white necktie was always worn, and his 
mother's heart sang for joy. 

Perhaps the most dangerous time in a man's 
career is that when he first leaves college and 
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plnDges into acti7e life. Leo had chosea the 
Law as his profession, and so he had to go to 
Paris for the necessary stady. It was im- 
possible for his mother not to feel anzioas 
when he had to take up his abode in a city 
which, for the young especially^ is a hotbed 
of frivolity, temptation and vice. Both to her 
and her son, the white necktie had become 
more and more precious as an emblem of the 
virtne each was so anxious to preserve: for 
thus the least and most insignificant things 
become of importance if brought into relation 
with God and His holy law. 

But Leo knew where to seek for strength 
and help in the hour of temptation, and so he 
passed through the ordeal unscathed; and 
after taking a brilliant degree, returned home 
with his precious pledge to his mother still 
unstained. 

The time had now come for him to settle 
in life, when suddenly the Franco-German 
War broke out ; nothing was thought of but 
arms and preparations for the impending 
struggle. All France was in a blaze, and 
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confident of victory — a delasionj alas I too soon 
to be dispelled. Bat^ of course^ all thonghts 
of Leo's marriage were set aside for the 
moment^ and a more serious anxiety was to 
take its place. 

The tide of war rapidly assumed sach an 
aspect^ that General de Charette (the Bayard 
of modem times)^ justly alarmed for the safety 
and honour of his distracted country^ raised a 
corps of volunteers^ and placed them under 
the banner of the Sacred Heart. In the face 
of the world of to-day^ so infidel under the 
mask of liberalism^ and so tyrannical towards 
anything which savours of faith or devotion, 
it was a bold act on the part of this truly 
Catholic Yendean General^ thus to raise aloft 
the standard of the Sacred Heart. But the 
event justified his Christian courage. All 
that was best and noblest in France enlisted 
under his banner. Among the first was Leo, 
who hastened to join him, and on every 
occasion, suffered and fought gallantly for 
God and his country. 

Then came the famous battle of Patay, 

14 
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when the Zonaves of the Sacred Heart so 
greatly distingnislied themselves by their 
tmly heroic valonr; and no less conrageons 
were those &ithfal priests, true soldiers of 
the CroBS^ who, heedless of shells and bnllets^ 
went fearlessly amidst the wounded and 
dying men on the battle-field^ bringing to all 
peace and strength and consolation. One of 
these trne followers of Oar Divine Lord had 
jast closed the eyes of a dead Zouave^ when 
he heard a faint voice calling him from a 
hillock a few yards further on. Hastening to 
the spot^ who should he find, half-buried 
under the corpses of his comrades and lying 
in a pool of blood, but Leo — ^he who had been 
the idol of the corps, and equally dear to the 
priest's heart ! 

'' Father ?' he murmured in a weak voice, 
''it is all over. I am dying; give me abso- 
lution — and take this to my mother,'' he added, 
with difficulty pulling a small packet from his 
breast. ''It is all ready directed. Only 
please write a few words to^ her to say that 
you saw me before I died, and that the neck- 



The White Necktie. 211 

tie of my First Communion^ which she knows 
so well^ returns to her unstained^ save by 
my bloody which has been shed under the 
banner of the Sacred Heart for my country 
and my God." 

These were his last words : and faithfully 
reported to her who^ from his infancy, had so 
jealously watched over the holy purity of her 
boy. Who will paint her sorrow, and yet her 
deep thankfulness and joy at the consoling 
thought that soon she would be reunited to 
him in an eternity of bliss? Truly indeed 
might she apply this Beatitude to her darling : 

"Blessed be the pure in heart, for they 
shall see God/' 
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THE TWO SOHOOL-BOYSj 



OB. 




DEVOTION TO OUB BLESSED LADY. 

)T is truly marvellons liow^ in the ages 

of Faith^ and in the countries where 

^M^ she was really known and under- 

^ stood^ cities and communities vied 
with each other in honouring Mary^ the 
Mother of God ; all laying claim to the privi- 
lege of being heriipiritual votaries. 

Hence the beautiful custom — which is^ alas I 
gone out in England—- of exhibiting her image 
in the public squares^ in private houses^ and at 
the comers of streets^ with a little lamp 
burning before itj as may be seen in eveiy 
town in Italy and Spain ; of appending it^ as 
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in the Tyrol^ as protectress of the fields and 
harYesfcs, either in an elm-tree scooped oat for 
the purpose, or in a wayside shrine; of erect- 
ing it as a bulwark of defence aboye the gates 
of cities, and building tiny chapels in her 
honour all round the circuits of the pubUc 
walls. 

Of one of these little sanctuaries, con- 
structed in the rampart of a small town 
named Budris, in the province of Bologna in 
Italy, I wish to tell a true story, in order to 
show the special faivours bestowed by Our 
Lady on those who are really devout towards 
her. 

In this little chapel there was a terra cotta 
statue representing Our Blessed Lady, under 
the title of 'Auxilium Christianorum.' Two 
boys, of twelve and thirteen years of age, had 
acquired the holy habit of stopping on their 
return from school to look at the beautiful 
image through two apertures made expressly in 
the door of the chapel, and to recite one or 
two ' Hail Marys ' on their knees in honour of 
Our Lady. One day, when the month of May 
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of the year 1854 was approaching^ one 6i 
these boys said to the other : 

'How I should like to have this chapel 
opened every evening in May> and to sing the 
Litany and other devotions to Our Lady here!' 

' I was just thinking the same thing,' re- 
plied the other. 'I am certain it would be 
crowded with people/ 

* How nice it would be V rejoined the first 
speaker, whose name was Luigi. 'Listen; 
let us go to the Prior and speak to him about 
it. If he gives us leave^ we shall be all right/ 

This idea pleased his companion Antonio, 
and both ran off to the parish priest, a good 
and pious religious, of the Servite Order, full 
of devotion to the Mother of God, and of 
affection tov^ards the children under his care. 
The good Father listened with no small 
pleasure to the boys' proposal, and replied, 
smiling : 

' Do, dear children, what God inspires you 
for the honour of Our Blessed Lady. You 
will always find a friend in me.' 

The two boys waited to hear no more, but. 
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kissing the priest's hand, went off joyfully to 
tlie gentleman who kept the key of the 
chapel; and^ haying obtained it^ set them- 
selyes with all their might to dust^ arrange^ 
and adorn^ as well as they knew how^ the 
statue and altar. The rumour of their project 
spread rapidly ; and when the last evening of 
April came^ the street was thronged with 
people^ attracted partly by curiosity, partly by 
devotion. The two boys exulted in their 
hearts at seeing such a crowds and felt their 
spirits rise and their devotion increase. 

They then opened the devotions of the 
month of May by singing a hymn to the 
Blessed Virgin, after which one of them read 
aloud a meditation and example suited to in- 
spire devotion to Mary. After the lecture 
they sang the Litany, two Anthems^ 
* Maria Mater gratiaa/ etc., and ' Jesu, tibi sit 
gloried,' etc., and concluded with a second 
hymn to Our Blessed Lady. They continued 
to observe this order in their little service aU 
through the month of May, taking it in turns 
to officiate as celebrant. 
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This simple impuke of piety tonched the 
hearts of the people^ and a numerous congre- 
gation continued to frequent the little Oratory 
and join in the exercises. Thus, as the end of 
the month approached^ a general regret was 
felt at the speedy termination of such edifying 
deyotions; but most of all this regret was 
experienced by the two boys, who had never^ 
in all their previous lives^ tasted greater sweet- 
ness and consolation. Whereupon they be- 
thought themselves of once more petitioning 
the Prior, and this time for permission to 
continue their devotions on every Saturday and 
every Feast of Our Lady. They then repaired 
to the good Father to invite him to come in 
person and close the month of May by de- 
livering a sermon, and imparting his benedic- 
tion. Havings to his great joy^ heard from 
all sides good and edifying accounts of these 
exercises, he accepted without hesitation^ and 
on the last evening of the month repaired to 
the chapel with another Father *of the same 
Servite Order. He delivered an eloquent and 
touching discourse to the great multitude 
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then assembled^ and finally gaye^ with all 
solemnity, the Pastoral Benediction. 

The fnlness of joy in his heart brought tears 
to his eyes ; and tenderly embracing the two 
children^ he exhorted them to persevere in 
their tender love for the Mother of Grod. The 
boys were not slow to perceive that this was a 
favourable moment to urge their request^ and^ 
after having expressed their gratitude for his 
kindness, one of them said : 

' I think Our Lady would be pleased if we 
were to contmue to honour her thus every 
Saturday and on each of her Feasts. Will you 
give us leave to do so Y 

' Willingly, dear children,* replied the 
priest, ' and I trust that God will bless your 
piety/ 

And, giving them his blessing, he returned 
to the Monastery. 

Thus the two youths continued to honour 
Mary in their little sanctuary; nor did the 
devout fail to encourage their fervour. They 
brought presents and offerings, so that the 
chapel was well provided with altar-cloths. 
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candlesticks, and flowers ; and all day long on 
Saturday tHe lamp bnmed before the statae 
of Mary. They had even a surplus in money 
sufficient to enable them to get a copy of 
the image engraved and distributed to the 
people as an incentive to devotion. 

It was not long before Mary deigned to 
show how acceptable to her was the homage of 
these pious children. In the following year 
the whole of Italy was afflicted with a visita- 
tion of Asiatic cholera^ by which all its towns 
were decimated. Bndris^ among the rest, 
safiered severely, and hardly a family escaped 
bereavement. Our two good boys obtained 
permission to organize tridunms and nov^ias 
to Our Lady, hoping thereby to avert the 
scourge, and their little services were attended 
by large and devout congregations. But 
universal terror reigned. Husbands, return- 
ing to their homes after their day^s work^ 
often found their wives, whom they had left 
in good health, in the last stage of this cruel 
malady ; parents saw their children, and chil- 
dren their parents, brought home from the 



The Two School-Boys. 219 

fields or tlie streets^ suddenly stricken with 
the epidemic. And no remedy at first seemed 
to avail ; hot and cold treatments were alter- 
nately tried, and both were equally in vain- 
There was no longer any attempt at pompous 
funerals. Bich and poor, without distinction, 
were flung into carts, which traversed the 
streets to receive corpses all day long. Courage 
survived only among the good Servite Fathers, 
who, with indefatigable zeal, spent night and 
day going from house to house to administer 
the last Sacraments to the dying. 

Luigi and Antonio, however, seeing that all, 
even the sacristans, shrank from accompanying 
the holy Viaticum to the hospitals and homes 
of the sick, volunteered for this sacred duty, 
and, carrying torches in their hands, followed 
the priests bearing the blessed Sacrament even 
to the bedsides of the cholera patients. The 
Mother of God protected them ; neither they 
nor any of their relations were touched by the 
epidemic. It was even observed, with great 
edification, that in the whole of the long street 
in which was situated the chapel where they 
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officiated^ nobody fell ill of tiie malady wliicli 
raged so Tiolently in all tbe other quarters of 
the town* 

Towards the end of Angast the good Prior 
— a martyr to chariiy — quitted this miserable 
world. A certain gentleman, &tally stricken 
with cholera^ obstinately refased to make his 
peace with God and die a Christian death. In 
wickedness he had liyed^ in wickedness he was 
resolved to die ; and even in the midst of the 
agonies of his illness he blasphemed like a 
demon. The good pastor^ grieved to the heart 
that one of his flock shoald perish^ remained a 
whole day and night by his bedside, trying 
every expedient to induce him to reconcile 
himself with God. At last, finding that all was 
in vain, he made to the justice of God the 
generous offer of giving his life for the con- 
version of that sinner, and for the cessation of 
the plague which was sweeping away so many 
of his parishioners. 

This heroic sacrifice was accepted. All at 
once the sick man^ touched by divine grace^ 
was converted, received the Sacraments, and 
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died, begging tlie good Father to implore 
pardon in Ids name of all the people assembled 
in the church for the scandals occasioned by 
him. The priest returned thanks to God for 
his conversion^ and prepared himself to die* 
On the following mornings which was Sunday^ 
he said the parochial Mass as nsnal. After 
the Gospel^ he related to the people how God 
had tonched the heart of the nnbeliever so 
well-known tx) them all^ and drawn him to 
Himself with unmistakable signs of true and 
sincere contrition. He added how^ on his 
death-bed^ he had implored him to ask their 
forgiyeness for the grievous scandals he had 
given them. He then preached an eloquent 
and impassioned sermon on the scourge with 
which Heaven was chastising the world for its 
crying sins. The people gathered^ from many 
expressions used by him^ that he spoke to 
them for the last time ; tears flowed on every 
side, and he, too, wept with joy and tenderness. 
He concluded by giving them his pastoral 
benediction^ accondpaiiying it with his good 
wishes*— which he had never before done, and 
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did now only because lie felt his deatli to be 
ibmment. 

When Mass was oyer, lie fonnd the two boys 
i^ the sacristy waiting to speak to him. .He 
sat down between them, took both their hands 
in his, and exhorted them tenderly to persevere 
in goodness^ to cherish devotion to the Mother 
of Godj and to shun evil company. With many 
other touching wordsj he embraced them affec- 
tionately^ and withdrew to his cell^ where he 
was immediately attacked by the cholera in its 
most violent form; and^ after a few hours' 
sufferings resigned his soul to God^ comforted 
with all the Sacraments of the Church. With 
his death the plague instantly cidased. He 
was the last victim exacted by Divine Justice 
from that town. 

* Hostia grata Deo, dispellens tarbinia iram, 
iElromnas abigens, et bona cuncta pluens.** 

Such was the epitaph inscribed on his tomb. 
But his loss was irreparable. By the death of 

* A victim truly acceptable to God, by which the 
whirlwind of calamity was quelled, the 0courge 
removed from His people, and the benediction of 
Heaven drawn down tipon tiiein. 
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this exemplaiy pastor^ the whole town was 
thrown into monming. When the great bell 
began to toll oat its melancholy strokeSj all 
hearts were filled with sadness. Eyerywhere 
a moumfnl silence reigned. Those who met 
in the streets spoke to each other only with 
their eyes^ or at most said in a low yoicey 
' Our Father is dead 1' ' He is dead 1^ wailed 
the women and children^ and all flocked into 
the chtirch to pray with tears for him who had 
been indeed their Father and their best friend* 
This deep sadness was^ however^ changed into 
thanksgiving and joy when the miracnlous 
cessation of the cholera became manifest, for 
which mercy solemn triduos of thanksgiving 
were celebrated in all the principal churches. 

Oar two boys, on their part, did not let the 
occasion pass of testifying their gratitude to 
Our Lady, and determined to perform a solemn 
triduum in honour of their Madonna. They 
adorned their little chapel with festive dra« 
peries, according to the custom of the district, 
and illuminated the entire f of ode with lanterns 
of various colours, arranged in a pattern ; 
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while the inhabitants of that quarter which 
alone had been exempted from the yisitationj 
hung from their windows the variegated 
cloths nsed for feasts, and illnminated each 
window with two lights in the Italian &8hion« 
Festoons of small glass lamps^ variously tinted^ 
were hnng across the street^ from one honse 
to another^ at short intervals of abont twenty 
yards j and they even summoned a good choir 
of mnsidans^ with the whole instrumental force 
of a military band, in order that they might 
sing and play in honour of Mary at various 
hours of the last day of the triduum. Only 
one thing was wanting, without which it 
seemed to Luigi and Antonio that their feast 
would not be complete. This was a peal of 
bells. They had nothing but a common hand- 
bell, which they used to ring a quarter of an 
hour before commencing their ordinary devo* 
tions in order to summon the congregation ; 
but on such a grand occasion this instrument 
sounded too poor. Something more imposing 
was wanted. 

After many cogitations and projects they 
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remembered that a gentleman^ living in the 
country about two miles distant, possessed a 
little peal of four well-toned bells mounted in 
a wooden frame^ which he had bought for the 
amusement of his children. They lost no 
time, but started at once to request the loan of 
them. To reach the gentleman's house it was 
necessary to cross the river Idice, an impetu- 
ous torrent liable to sudden and dangerous 
floods. The bridge was too distant : there 
was at hand a little wooden foot-bridge about 
two feet widcj constructed for the convenience 
of those of that neighbourhood who might have 
occasion to cross to the opposite shore ; but a 
few days previously, more than half of it had 
been carried away by the rush of waters 
sweeping down from the hills of Bologna. 
The two boys, thinking more of their bells 
and their Feast than of the peril to which they 
exposed themselves, attempted to cross by the 
broken bridge as &r as it reached, and to ford 
the rest The taller of the two took off his 
shoes, tucked up his trousers, and tried to 
reach the bottom with his feet ; but finding 

15 
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the water deep^ he offered to carry Antonio on 
his backj and in this fashion they started. 
Before he had taken two steps^ Lnigi perceived 
the danger they were in: he tried to tnrn 
back^ bnt ooald not^ because the stream^ rush- 
ing violently against the last pier of the little 
bridge, and divided by it into two diverging 
currents, impelled him diagonally towards the 
middle of the river. The bed of the stream 
was sandy and unstable; the water rose 
rapidly, and already reached his waist; the 
weight of his companion whom he carried on 
his shoulders^ and who clung tightly round his 
neck, embarrassed and almost suffocated him. 
In vain he strove to direct his steps towards 
the opposite shore; the rush of the torrent 
forced him downwards with the course of the 
river. Every step took him deeper and 
deeper ; the water was now up to his armpits • 
his breath was failing ; his legs were giving 
way under him. He was on the point of aban- 
doning himself to the impetus of the waves 
and to deaths when it occurred to both simul- 
taneously to invoke the great Mother of 
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God with an Ave Maria. Before they had 
finished the prayer, without knowing how or 
by whom, they found themselves transported 
from the middle of the river to the opposite 
bank. 

Their wonder, and the gratitude of their 
hearts to Mary, may easily be imagined. 
When they reached the end of their journey 
they were received with the utmost kindness, 
supplied with refreshment and their wet clothes 
changed ; and having heard what had occurred 
to them, the good gentleman joined with them 
in thanksgiving to Our Blessed Lady, and gave 
them the bells they were in quest of. Then 
they returned exulting to their little chapel, 
where, having set all things in order, they 
rang their newly-acquired bells merrily, and 
on the following day celebrated their Feast 
with great solemnity. Nor was this the only 
benefit which they received from the Mother 
of God. Many and great were the graces 
bestowed on them, especially that of their 
preservation from the universal corruption of 
the youth of Italy which set in with 1859. 

15—2 
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One of tliem was called to the Servifce Order ; 
the other lives in the worlds and is a model of 
unsullied goodness, while he has been abund- 
antly blessed^ both in soul and bod/j as well 
as in family and fortune. 

Before concluding this little paper on devo- 
tion to Our Lady, I will mention another 
proof of her power^ and of the benefit derived 
from her intercession, in the case of a little 
boy of the name of Mark^ at Beggio, in the 
duchy of Modena. 

On the outer wall of the gardens of the 
Servite convent there was a fresco of the 
Madonna, painted by Giovanni Bianco, a very 
pious man, who, like Pra Angelico, never 
undertook any picture without having pre- 
viously been to Confession and Holy Com- 
munion. The Virgin is represented seated on 
a stone, with folded hands and eyes fixed on 
the Divine Infant, Who lies with extended 
arms on a cushion on the bare ground, and 
above the picture is inscribed the motto, 
" Qwcm genuit adoraviV For its better pre* 
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servation^ tHe sacristan of the Servite clinrchj 
Father Angelo^ had a tabernacle constmcted 
ronnd it, with wooden doors to enclose it at 
night and in bad weather. 

Of the devout, however, who took to frequent- 
ing the place, burning candles and singing 
hymns in honour of the Most Holy Virgin, the 
greater number were children. This impulse 
of juvenile piety was noted with tender admira- 
tion by Father Angelo, who, desirous of doing 
good amongst those little ones, and of imprint- 
ing devotion to Mary still more deeply on 
their young hearts, frequently went out to 
recite prayers with them, to preach to them, 
and sing the Litany of Our Lady. 

Amongst these childish votaries of Mary 
was one called '' little Mark,'' Bom of poor 
parents, in the mountains of the Garfagnana, 
and in addition deprived of the faculties of 
speech and hearing, he had been compelled to 
leave his home to seek a living elsewhere. 
Arriving in Reggio he took service with a 
butcher, who gave him no wages save a bare 
crust of bread, and sometimes a few bones to 
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gnaw. Squalid, downcast^ and all in rags as 
lie was^ poor little Mark was accustomed to 
frequent that place of devotion, and with all 
his heart to pray as best he could to Mary. 
He never failed to assist at the common 
prayers of the other children, particularly 
when Father Angelo came, but, feeling so 
dirty and ragged, kept humbly in the back- 
ground behind all the rest. Father Angelo, 
who had noted the singular piety of this poor 
deaf-mute, often brought him scraps from the 
table, and tried as far as he could to make 
him understand his afEection for him. Little 
Mark was deeply grateful, and his devotion 
to the image of our Blessed Lady grew to 
such a pitch, that he even passed whole nights 
in prayer before the shrine of the Madonna. 

In the year 1596 there was great scarcity 
of food, and the Fathers were even compelled 
to pawn some of the church plate, in order to 
maintain themselves. But as this did not 
suffice, they were driven to the proposal of 
selling a portion of their garden, by which 
their beautiful Madonna would have passed 
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into other hands. Whilst this melancholy- 
pro ject was under discussion in the Chapter* 
Father Angelo and his children redoubled the 
frequency and fervour of their prayers to 
avert the necessity of its execution ; and little 
Mark began to be still more assiduous in his 
devotions, under the stimulus of an interior 
impulse of piety. During the night preceding 
the 29th of April of the year above-mentioned, 
as the poor deaf-mute was kneeling in medita- 
tion before the sacred image, he suddenly felt 
his tongue loosened, and his ears opened ; he 
pronounced aloud and distinctly, '' Jesus — 
Mary," words which he had never heard or 
known in his life, and thenceforward spoke and 
heard like other people. 

Ere the day had well broken, he ran to in- 
form Father Angelo of the great miracle, and 
fall of joy and gratitude, praised and thanked 
Mary, through whose intercession God had 
conferred so signal a favour on him. Father 
Angelo took little Mark before the Bishop, 
and an investigation was set on foot, in which 
twenty-two witnesses were examined, and the 
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most celebrated physicians and theologians of 
the town consulted. When the inquiry was 
completed, a statement was drawn up and sent 
to Borne to be examined by the College of 
Cardinals^ and the Supreme Pontiff Clement 
YIIL declared that the sacred picture might 
be lawfully venerated as miraculous by the 
faithful. Thence ensued great devotion to it^ 
and as all brought alms and offerings to the 
monastery^ it might be said that if little Mark 
obtained the gifts of speech and hearing from 
the bounty of Mary, the Servite Fathers re- 
ceived, by his means, the necessaries of life. 
Thus God always rewards in an especial 
manner those who venerate His Holy 
Mother.* 

* These two tales have been previously printed in 
the Servite periodical. 



VIOTOEIA. 




A MALAGASY CONFESSOfi OP THE FAITH. 



LITTLE less than twenty yeard ago 
the island of Madagascar^ so long 
inaccessible to the preaching of the 
Gospel, was at last thrown open to 
the zeal of European missionaries. From the 
surrounding small islands — such as Nossi-B^ 
and Mayotfca on the north-west^ and from 
St. Marie's on the south-east — the Fathers of 
the Society of Jesus had been for many years 
watching their opportunity to effect an en- 
trance; but it was as closely guarded and 
sealed as the Corea. They once or twice 
managed to penetrate into the island in dis- 
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guise, and at the risk of their lives; and 
Fathers Joaen and Finaz once reached Uie 
capital (AQ-TaiiaiiaiiTo),as medical attendants 
to envoys from tiie French Government. Bat 
such rare and ventoresome expeditions never 
produced any permanent resolli. It was at the 
death of Ranavaloona, the persecuting and 
lyrant Qaeen,and at theaccessionoERadamalT., 
that the island first became really accessible to 
Europeans. 

The Catholic missiosEuies entered npon that 
new field with all their wonted energy and all 
the men at their command. In a short time 
over thirty chapels and shnrches were erected, 
and {our of them in the capital, where they 
still flonrish. The nomber of converts was 
soon very large, and their adherents were 
nnmberless. Bat throngh the same gate 
wTiicTi admitted the servants of the good 
Husbandiuaii, "tlis enemy came and over- 
sowed cockle." The agents of the Protestant 
societies arrived in swarma, and with their 
hands full of mocey. Their mission seemed 
three-fold — religious, mercantile, and political, 
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each prevailing according to circumstances. 
In other countries where Europeans abound^ 
and where there exists some sort of public 
opinion, or Christian civilization, or easy com- 
munication with other countries, such agents 
are under the necessity of respecting them- 
selves, and of keeping up a certain standard of 
morality regarding the means they employ to 
accomplish their ends. Here, however, no 
such considerations and no such scruples 
stand in their way. 

After a time the Court at Tananarive found 
itself closely pressed between the two rival 
forms of Christianity — the Catholic and the 
Protestant; the latter not being represented by 
the Church of England, but by a sect of 
Methodists called Independents. The Prime 
Minister, whose name is Raynylayiarivoyny, 
and who, under cover of the Queen's name, is 
in reality the absolute master of the country 
as well as of the Government, found himself 
at last driven to the necessity of embracing 
one form or the other of Christianity — t.e., 
'^ Ingliss " or '^ Fransay f^ by which two names 
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(confonndiDg them with the two conntries) the 
natives designate Protestantism and Catholi- 
cism. His study of the qnestion led him to 
form this idea^ which on the part of a shrewd 
barbarian is deeply significant^ and may be 
considered as his verdict on the two religions. 
He made the following speech to his connci], 
whom he had summoned to announce his 
intentions, and which we will here render 
literally : 

'' Catholicity, as I understand it, is a reli- 
gion of obedience. If we become Catholics 
in this country, we must obey the priests, who. 
obey the Bishops, who obey the Pope, who 
obeys Jesus Christ, and who is inspired by the 
Holy Ghost. In this system, therefore, it is 
evident that the least of my slaves may bo a 
saint, which I am not, and his conduct may be 
a direct condemnation of mine. He may cover 
me with shame, and I may well be the worst 
and the last among Catholics, which would 
not suit me at all. Now Protestantism is the 
very reverse of all this ; there is no obedience 
whatever. If ve embrace it, we shall have 
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the whole system in our hands^ and it enables 
us to be spiritual as well as temporal rulers. 
In this form of Christianity we should be the 
masters ; in the other we could only be sub- 
jects." 

In consequence of this astute reasonings a 
solemn proclamation was issued, and made 
known to all, that Protestantism, or ^' Ingliss " 
, Christianity, was to be the religion of the 
Queen and of the Court — in a word, the religion 
of the State. 

The Malagasy, as the natives are called, 
are an intelligent but weak-minded race, very 
sensual, and thoroughly material in their views, 
like most savages. '^For twopence a Mala- 
gasy will become a Catholic, and for two- 
pence more will become a Protestant V was a 
remark made to me the other day by a Catho- 
lic schoolmaster, who was the son of - one of 
the principal native Protestant preachers. 
This may be a slight exaggeration perhaps, 
but it is certainly expressive, and founded on 
truth. The attractions of Protestantism to a 
Malagasy nature are three-fold. First, its 
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easiness ; he may do what he likes^ only one 
condition being necessary, i.e., not to become 
a Catholic. Except for that, he may indulge 
his appetites and passions, or his indolence 
and loxury, as much as ever he likes. And 
" Wide is the gate and broad is the way . . . 
and many there are who go in thereat.'^ 
Secondly, its being now declared to be the 
religion of the Queen, it is the way to favour 
and promotion of every kind, and '' the fashion 
of the world.'' Thirdly, the Malagasy is, 
above all things, loquacious and a ranter. 
Now Protestantism enables him to gratify hia 
vanity in that way to any extent; he can 
speak even in the house of prayer, and hold 
forth as much as he likes on his spiritual 
experiences; and nothing can flatter and 
please him to such a degree. 

But to return to our story. When the pro- 
clamation was made known, great were the 
desertions among the followers of the Catholic 
faith. The Superior of the convent at Tana- 
narivo told jne that she knew upwards of five 
hundred youngi^omen, among the best families 
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of the capital, who, to please their relations, or 
for other reasons^ abandoned the Church, 
although in heart grieving over it, and many 
of them still paying secret visits to the con- 
vent. But in spite of all this, wonderful to 
relate, many stood firm, and, resisting the 
royal decree, became veritable confessors of 
the faith. There are now upwards of fifty 
thousand Catholics in the island, suffering, in 
many cases, untold persecution and positive 
tortures, yet clinging to the truth even unto 
death with a constancy which is beyond all 
praise. 

We now come to the heroine of my story. 
Princess Victoria, the daughter-in-law of tho 
Prime Minister, that is, of the supreme head 
and ruler not only of the State, but of Pro- 
testantism in Madagascar. 

She was very young when this new "Ingliss " 
Christianity was proclaimed, and as so many 
around her had deserted the one &*ith of Jesus 
Christ to follow this home-made- and easy 
religion in the island, poor Victoria was very 
much troubled in her mind. Perhaps she 
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might even have given way to the pressure 
put npon her^ and followed the example of 
her companions; but Divine Providence had 
placed a visible guardian angel by her side^ 
who saved her from the general wreck This 
was no other than an old female slave^ who 
had been attached to her person from her 
birth, and to whom she was most tenderly 
devoted. This poor old nurse knew little of 
worldly knowledge, but the elementary prin- 
ciples of her faith had been deeply engraved 
on her heart. Above all, she was filled with 
the love of God, and thus knew more than 
many who were far more learned. 

As soon as she became aware of the struggle 
going on in her young mistresses mind, she 
determined to infuse into it those truths which 
were the source of her own strength. 

'^ Beloved young mistress,'' she would say, 
'^ you are dearer to me than if I had given you 
birth. I received you in my arms when you 
first came into the world, and no care has ever 
replaced mine during all your childhood. But 
dearer still have you been to me since a life of 
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faith^ tlie life id Jesus Christy united our souls 
in one hope, one faith, one baptism. Victoria, 
I am an old woman. I know the vanity of all 
things here below, but with this fleeting life 
we can purchase a life and happiness which 
are etemaL We have but one souL If that 
is lost, all is lost for ever. There is but 
heaven or hell before us for all eternity. We 
must make our choice. . . • My child, do not 
lose courage ! Our Lord will give us such 
grace, if only we are determined to be faith- 
ful to Him ! With this grace, I feel that I 
am ready to suffer and to die, rather than 
betray Him Who died for me. I want to live 
for ever with Him — ^to possess Him for all 
eternity. And would you, Victoria, for a 
shadow, or to escape some suffering, give Him 
up and risk your eternal happiness ?" 

With such words as these, the devoted slave 
would strengthen her young mistress's faith, 
and she further persuaded her to be more 
regular in her visits to the Blessed Sacrament, 
and to take every possible opportunity of going 
to confession and receiving Holy Communion, 

16 
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well knowing that there is the source of all 
life and strength in the soul. 

This condacti and the steadfastness of Yic- 
toria^ were, however, a tacit reproach to the 
many apostates by whom she was surrounded. 
Persecution began on all sides, and followed 
its usual course. First, entreaties were used, 
with persuasions, caresses, and promises; then, 
when these failed, anger and threats and even 
rage against her ; and lastly, oppression and 
ill-treatment, amounting to positive cruelty. 
After all, human nature is the same every- 
where; and so are the tactics of the enemy of 
souls, whether it be in a savage Island or in 
Belgium, in Italy, in Prussia, or even in Eng- 
land — making infidel teaching obligatory, so 
as to corrupt and poison the minds of the 
young, and endeavouring in all ways to ob- 
struct the light of Faith from the eyes of men. 
On seeing the unity of the plan, who can fail 
to perceive the unity of the leader ? The war 
is the same all over the world. There are but 
two masters, God and the devil ; and we must 
serve under one banner or the other. 
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I do not know whether Victoria's relations 
and tormentors were aware that the fervent 
old slave was to her a tower of strength; bat 
the fact is that Providence did not allow them 
to deprive her of this her one consolation on 
earth. Probably they never dreamt of the holy 
influence exercised by this poor, despised old 
woman, who would be the last person they 
would suspect. Seeing that nothing availed 
to persuade Victoria to adopt their views, they 
finally put her in prison and forbid anyone to 
go and see her; thus effectually preventing 
her having the consolation of hearing Mass or 
going to the Sacraments. This was a hard 
trial to the poor child ; but she would not 
yield, and flatly refused to go to the Protestant 
school. She bore all the privations and hard- 
ships with which her confinement was aggra- 
vated without a word of complaint. Only once 
did her courage well-nigh fail her. They had 
noticed how fond she was of her Crucifix 
and Eosary, and how she used to press the 
former to her lips whenever her trial seemed 
hardest. So they resolved to deprive her of 

16—2 
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both, and took away everything from her that 
conld be called an object of deyotion. This 
was almost more than Victoria conld stand ; 
bnt the old slave^ conscious of the danger^ and 
seeing that the critical moment was at hand^ 
interposed with her simple strong sense^ and 
contrived that all these things should be 
given back to her^ and that Victoria should 
be once more free^ on condition that she would 
consent to go to the Protestant school. The 
fact was that she was now sure of her nursling, 
and felt that after all she had gone through, 
and the generous resistance she had shown, 
there t?^ould be no danger to her Faith in this 
compromise; and that no Protestant school 
wouli really do her any harm. And so it 
turned o«l. Every time that she had to attend 
it she went with her faithful nurse and slave 
to spend a certain time before the Blessed 
Sacrament on her way. Then being thus for- 
tified by prayer, sbe went to the school ; the 
slave, according to the custom with pupils of 
her rank, being seated ^n a little stool behind 
her mistress, and whenever anything was said 
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by the teacher contrary to the Catholic Faith, 
this ^faithful servant would gently pull her 
young mistress's frock, who would then, when 
she could do so unperceived, stop her ears with 
her fingers. If not, when they went out, the go< 
old slave, who, whatever might be her ol^er 
deficiencies, had a wonderfully keen insight 
into matters pertaining to her Faith, would, as 
far as she could, point out the inconsistencies 
or heretical propositions of the preacher, and 
correct any false impressions which her young 
mistress might have received; and both seldom 
failed to visit again the Blessed Sacrament on 
their way home. In this way the attendance 
at the school was rendered perfectly innocuous^ 
and by degrees the persecution was relaxed ; 
and Victoria, waxing strong under her trials, 
became daily more and more fervent. I re- 
member how, every morning before daybreak, 
when, after rising, we used to pay a visit to 
the Blessed Sacrament, we always found at 
the door a group of slaves with Kfilanzan (a 
kind of osier sedan-chair to carry a lady on 
their shoulders) ; these were the attendant^ 



246 True Wayside Tales. 

of Princess Yictoria. Their young mistress 
was in adoration long before the Masses began, 
and she generally stayed till all the Masses 
were over. Very probably she is doing the 
same at this moment. 

I do not know how or when she was mar- 
ried, but she is now the wife of the Prime 
Minister's eldest son. In that conntry women 
have no choice in the matter, and marriages 
are arranged according to the will and the 
interests of* the parents. Now the Malagasy 
race are noted for their immorality, even when 
compared with other barbarous and nnciyilized 
races ; and among them the Prime Minister's 
son was such a disgrace and a scandal to all 
his relatives, that his father one day called a 
family &a&ar, or meeting, to consider what could 
be done. We may imagine what poor Victoria 
must have suffered from such a husband ! 
When all were assembled save the son himself, 
Raynylayiarivoyny rose and said: *He had 
summoned them together to speak with sorrow 
of the abominable conduct of his son, and of the 
blameless and perfect life of his wife Victoria, 
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whom he had desired to be present/ . . • The 
conclusion of his speech was^ 'that sach a 
monster was thoroughly unworthy of such an 
angel; that he had forfeited every right to 
possess her^ and that so perfectly virtuous a 
woman as Victoria deserved to bo rescued 
from the tyranny and cruel treatment of such 
a villain, and rewarded by being given for a 
husband a good and honourable man/ 

(I should here mention that the idea of the 
indissolubility of matrimony is utterly foreign 
to the mind of the Malagasies ; and it seems 
to me that several of the states cf Europe are, 
under a varnish of legal forms, prepared to 
become Malagasy in that respect.) 

Well, the Prime Minister had spoken, and 
a murmur of assent arose from all around, 
when, to their astonishment, Victoria rose, 
and walking timidly forward, cast herself at 
the feet of her father-in-law, and said : 

" May I be allowed to speak to my gracious 
father and lord ? You have dwelt on the 
wrongs I have received from my husband, 
and on all his evil propensities ; but nothing 
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has been said of his good qualities^ or of the 
noble and generous feelings which, in reality, 
underlie the rough and bad part of his nature. 
Your son has not lost all my confidence or my 
love. And, father, I am a Catholic. For 
me, marriage is a sacrament — an indissoluble 
tie, which no man can put asunder. Nothing 
but death can break the link which binds us 
to each other. Father, let me still live with, 
and pray for, my husband I I will try, even 
more than in the past, by fervour and good 
works, to obtain from God his conversion and 
amendment.'' 

On hearing these words, the Prime Minister, 
unable to refrain from showing his admira- 
tion of his daughter-in-law, rose up, and 
walked up and down the hall, clapping his 
hands, and exclaiming : 

" Oh, what a perfection of a woman this is ! 
Who would have thought this island pos- 
sessed such a treasure ? Oh, my friends, do 
you think there can be found a heart so 
generous and so good as that of this Catholic 
woman all over the world ?'' 
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I do not know what effect this noble 
generosity and forbearance had on Victoria's 
husband; but I feel sure that her prayers 
and sacrifices will^ in the end^ obtain his 
conversion from the mercy of God. And 
now, one word in conclusion as to the faith- 
ful old slave. She had followed Victoria to 
her new home, and was highly appreciated by 
the family of the Prime Minister, who looked 
upon her quite as one of themselves, and 
consulted her in all doubts and difficulties. 
After a time she fell seriously ill, and orders 
were instantly given that the best medical 
assistance in the island should be procured 
for her. Her disease was an internal one, 
which necessitated an operation to which her 
delicacy and modesty strongly objected. She 
consulted her Confessor as to whether she 
was bound to accept medical inspection' and 
treatment or not. 

"If nothing is done," she said, "I shall 
certainly die before long ; but will the opera- 
tion cure me? The surgeon says it is 
possible, but I doubt it. What I want to 
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know is this : Am I bound in conscience to 
pufc myself in the doctor's hands and to submit 
to whatever the surgeon may think fit ? or 
am I free, without offending God, to refuse, 
and to let myself die ?" 

The answer of the Father was : 

" You are free." 

And so this brave old Christian refused; 
and suffered most patiently the terrible agony 
afcttending her complaint, until a most saintly 
death closed her purgatory on earth, and her 
pure and faithful soul returned to her Creator. 
Princess Victoria nursed her to the last with 
filial love and piety, and reverently closed 
her eyes. A magnificent funeral service was 
performed for her by the Jesuit Fathers of 
Tananarive, and she was buried in their own 
cemetery of Ambohipo. 

During my short stay in the capital of 
Madagascar, a conversion took place, which 
may serve as an epilogue to Victoria's story. 

At the time that '^ Ingliss'* Christianity 
was made the State religion in the island, the 
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Protestant missionaries of various Methodis- 
tical sects Iiad formed a kind of normal school 
or seminary near the palace, with a view to 
train natives for the missionary work. Oat of 
the scholars in that establishment, the Prime 
Minister, who, as we have seen, had made 
himself the supreme head or pontifE of this 
new Christianity, chose out twelve whom he 
considered the most intelligent, and made 
them [a kind of] bishops of the twelve districts 
of which almost the whole kingdom is com- 
posed. He called them ^^ mpitoriteny ;" from 
him they received all power, and to him alone 
they were responsible. The Protestant '' In- 
dependent" missioners, as may be imagined, 
did not at all approve of this arrangement; 
but in reality he thus turned against them 
the very principles he had learned from them. 
And not only did he make himself indepen- 
dent of them, but ever since, they have been 
nothing but the slaves and tools of the State 
Church ; and their subserviency to him is the 
sine qua non not only of their success, but 
even of their very existence in the island. 
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These so-called bishops^ or heads of dis- 
tricts, had been working for a certain nnmber 
of years, when one of their nnmber, remark- 
able for his thorough honesty and earnestness, 
became puzzled about several things which 
he was expected to teach; and among the 
rest, about that passage in St. Matthew, chap. 
xix., when Our Lord, preaching upon virginity, 
says, ^^He that can take, let him tahe it.'' 
The meaning of this passage was utterly 
unintelligible to our poor mpitoriteny ; so 
that at last he came to the capital to con- 
sult the Protestant missionary who had the 
greatest reputation for learning. This man 
was loath to give him any explanation. 
" What need is there," he said, ^^ for you to 
understand everything in the Bible ? There 
is quite enough good to be got out of what 
we do comprehend." But on the native in- 
sisting, some sort of commentary was given 
him, or rather an excuse for an explanation, 
with which our poor mpitoriteny went away 
more dissatisfied and restless than before. 
This passage positively haunted him : he was 
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quite astonislied to find how completely it had 
taken possession of his mind and thoughts. 
Unable to stand it any longer, he again set 
out for Tananarive, and came straight to the 
Protestant divine with his difficulty. 

'^ Sir/' he exclaimed, '^ what you told me 
in answer to my question was no answer at 
all. Either you do not know the solution — 
and if so, how dare you come here as a 
teacher ? — or, you would not tell me the 
truth ; and then what must I think of your 
honesty ?" 

Thus caught between two stools, as it were, 
the Protestant minister was forced to give 
him an answer. 

"Well then, since you are so obstinate 
about it, I will tell you it means to be 
^ mdplre ' or ^ masceur/ " To understand 
this, I must explain that the Malagasy have 
no word for ' virginity.' One can easily 
guess the reason. So they call the Catholic 
missionary ^mdpere' (from hearing them call 
one another * mon pdre*), and they call the 
nuns ' masoeur,' for the same reason ; and 
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therefore, in their language, to be ^mopere' 
and ^maaoeur/ means to keep the vow of 
virginity. 

With this answer our mpitoriteiiy walked i 

away; but those simple words had opened i 

out a new horizon and a new world to him | 

altogether. 

This explanation, so reluctantly and tardily 
given, proved to him plainly that on that 
question, at all events. Catholics followed 
both the letter and the spirit of the Oospel, 
and Protestants did neither; nay more, that 
they were dead against it. His faith in his 
Protestant instructor was rudely shaken. If 
wrong on this point, and wrong knowingly 
and wilfully, why not on other points ? He 
secretly procured a Catechism, and other 
Catholic books, and satisfied himself that the 
tenets of the Catholic Church were in perfect 
accordance with the Gospel and the Epistles ; 
while the Protestants evaded much that was 
distasteful to theni, and that their very exist- 
ence in fact was a mere protest. 

One evening, while this struggle was going 
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on in His mind^ and stretclied on his mat^ 
he was sighing and turning restlessly from 
side to side^ his wife asked him : 
'' What is the matter V 
^' It is nothing," he replied. 
''That is nonsense/^ replied his wife; "I 
have noticed for a long tim.e how strange you 
are. I am quite sure that there is something 
preying on your mind. It is the first time 
that you have had a secret from me. If any- 
thing is wrong, why should I not know it V^ 

" Well," he answered, '' since you wish so 
much to know, I will tell you ; only you will 
think it so strange !" 

" If it be strange, I shall want all the more 
to know it/' was the rejoinder. 

At last he plucked up courage, and said, 
with some hesitation : 

'' I have been thinking for some time how 
much I should like to become a Catholic, and 
how beautiful it must be to be a mdpere .'" 

He expected a burst of anger, or perhaps 
ridicule] but, to his astonishment, his wife 
only exclaimed, after heaving a deep sigh : 
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^'Oh dear! so often of late I have been 
tliinking of the same tiling, and bow I sbonld 
like to be rtiasoeur ; but I should never have 
ventured to say so to you if you bad not felt 
the same." 

And thusj to their mutual surprise and 
thankful joy, they found that their minds 
were in perfect unison. The same touch of 
Divine grace had inspired them both. They 
were filled with consolation, and never, as 
they afterwards declared, had their hearts 
experienced such true delight. The good 
wife had been, years before, at the nuns' 
school, and therefore knew something of 
Oathohc teaching. That very night they 
agreed that nothing should be left untried by 
them to obey that which they felt was the 
direct call of God, and that no human obstacle 
should deter them. How truly were those 
words of Our Lord realized : " Other sheep I 
have that are not of this fold ; them also I 
must bring, and they shall hear My voice, 
and there shall be one fold and one Shepherd" 
(1 John X. 16). 
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According to this plan, in a few days, 
the mjpitoriteny and his wife set out for Tanan- 
arive. They assisted regularly at the Holy 
Sacrifice of the Mass, heard the singing, 
sermons^ and Catechism, and foand that in the 
four beautiful Catholic churches of the capital, 
with very slight variation of expression, tho 
substance and the spirit in each and all were 
identically the same ; for truth knows no varia- 
tion, much less any contradiction. After a 
short time, he remarked how many people 
went in and out of a little room below the 
sacristy, where the priest in charge used to 
receive any of the congregation who wished 
to speak to him. After some little fear and 
hesitation, he accordingly rapped timidly at the 
door, and was at once admitted. The kind 
and encouraging manner of the Father reas- 
sured him, and he told his story in all simplicity. 

'' What an extraordinary thing V thought 
the priest. " A mpitoriteny wishing to become 
a Catholic I a Protestant of Madagascar humble 
and modest V^ 

This was new indeed to Father Causs^ue. 

17 
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Bat when his visitor went on to describe his 
earnest desire to become a mdpire, i.e. a priest^ 
his wonder changed into suspicion. He feared 
that the whole thing might be a hoax — a mse 
of the enemy to get the mission into trouble^ 
and that the mpHoriteny came with nnavowed 
ends of his own; so he dismissed him with 
gentleness^ but with coldness. 

The poor man^ however, not deterred by this 
reception^ came again and again, and at last 
the Father's doubts were entirely removed. 
He found him extremely intelligent and well 
versed in Catholic controversy, knowing also 
his prayers and Catechism perfectly, and most 
anxious to be received into the Church. 
Father Causs^que then asked him ''whether 
he was aware of the persecution to which he 
and his wife would be exposed if they took 
such a step V* but he found that the catechu- 
men had already thought of this, and was 
willing to accept whatever God might send. 

''But what will become of your good 
wife,'' the Father continued, '* if you become 
a nidpire P^ 
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^^ Oh, we have settled all that," replied the 
mpitoriteny. " She is to become a masoeur 
when I become a mdplre — ^that is, if persecu- 
tion does not make it impossible for me/' 

^^ Of course, you have no children ?" inquired 
'the priest. 

" I beg pardon. Father. We have four- 
two boys and two girls." 

" But what do you n>ean to do with 
them V 

'^We will put the boys at the Boys' 
Orphanage, and the girls at the Convent." 

"But, my dear good friend," replied the 
Father, '' I fear that what most probably 
awaits you, if you, in your position, become a 
Catholic, is, that you will be made a soldier." 

This in Madagascar is far worse than to 
be made a slave. To people who do not know 
that country, it would be too long to explain 
the reason. Suffice it to say that it is an 
appalling prospect, and more dreaded by the 
natives than death. 

'^ Father," replied the poor fellow, " I have 
thought of that, and I own that I fear it is 

17—2 
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very probable. But if God allows it to be so, 
I sball have tbe great comfort of making tbo 
true faith known to many a companion in mis- 
fortune. Perhaps God may send me this 
terrible trial for my good, and for the good of 
others. Perhaps I may need it as a penance 
for my past sins. What have I read about so 
many Saints^ priests, and even Popes, endur- 
ing unheard-of tortures for the Faith in the 
first centuries of the Church ? No, Father ; 
if God's grace be with me, I shall fear nothing. 
I can bear everything, and my wife is entirely 
of the same mind." 

Who could be otherwise than touched at 
such a courageous determination to embrace 
the Faith at all risks ? Father Causseque was 
more than satisfied, and, having thus tested 
his neophyte's good faith and thorough deter- 
mination, he called on Princess Victoria, and, 
telling her the whole story, implored her to 
speak to her father-in-law, the Prime Minister, 
on this delicate subject. A kind of constitu- 
tion, somewhat after the fashion of constitu- 
tions in European States, had been given a few 
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years back to tlie Malagasy people, and ouo 
of the clauses of this constitufcion is to the 
effect that "liberty of conscience" on all 
religious matters is to be recognised as a 
fundamental law in the State. But, like most 
of the other articles in this famous constitu- 
tion, it is a dead letter. For instance, the 
abolition of slavery was solemnly proclaimed 
in the island four or five years ago, but there 
is not one slave loss now than before ! It is 
an understood thing that the law was only 
invented to satisfy diplomatic pressure from 
without for the moment, and to save appear- 
ances. The pHnciple of liberty of conscience 
may be on the paper, like the liberty of tho 
slave ; but the liberty itself is in the hands of 
the actual masters of the island. 

All this the priest, and neophyte, and Vic- 
toria herself well knew, and their fears were 
anything but groundless. Fortunately, either 
as a reward to Victoria's faith and courage, 
or to that of the catechumens, God permitted 
matters to take a turn which they were all 
far from anticipating. Victoria obtained an 
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interview with her father-in-law, and having 
respectfnlly alluded to that article in the con- 
stitution ensuring liberty of conscience, inquired 
' what her lord and father would do if one of 
his subjects, moved by no possible human 
consideration or advantage, should become a 
Catholic r 

His Excellency assured her " that he would 
not be interfered with in any way/^ 

'^ But what/' continued Victoria, " if the 
would-be convert were a mpitoriteiiy ?" 

'^ Oh,'' hastily exclaimed the Prime Minister, 
*' that is quite another question !" After some 
time, however, he consented to deal with the 
case fairly, though he would bind himself by 
no promise ; but he exacted as a condition that 
the mpitoritetiy should present himself before 
him in person and plead his own cause. 

Victoria hastened to announce the good 
news, being very hopeful as to the result, and, 
in fact, the parties concerned desired nothing 
beyond that; the height of their ambition 
being that they should obtain a fair hearing. 
But the strange thing was, that what they 



Victoria. 263 

feared was most likely to offend his Excel- 
lency^ i.e. his wish to become a m&phe 
was just what most helped to reconcile him to 
the proposal^ and to induce him to give his 
consent. The providence of God seemed to acfc 
visibly in this conversion from beginning to end. 

Prudence required that as little noise as 
possible should be made about this affair^ 
although now that the Prime Minister had 
sanctioned the step the other mpitoritenys and 
their friends the Protestant ministers dared 
not interfere. Quietly the whole family were 
instructed and received into the Church. The 
poor QX-mpitoHteny was rather puzzled as to 
the patronymic Saint he should choose : he 
wanted to have either St. Michael or St. Peter 
— the Captain of the Legions above, or the 
Head of the Church below. So at last he 
took two scraps of paper, wrote one name on 
each, folded them alike, and put them into 
the Father's biretta, 

" Shake them. Father,'' he said, " and I will 
take the name I draw first," 

He drew St. Michael. 
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At the Christian Brothers' school at Tanan- 
arive, when the signal is given to enter the 
schoolroom^ the children form in procession 
in two ranks. In the midst of those boys, with 
his own two boys by his side, I have, to my 
extreme edification, continually seen Michael 
pacing along with childish simplicity^ willing 
to be taught with the youngest there ; and so 
humble and obedient that he is a daily marvel 
to the good Brothers. But his happiness is so 
great that nothing seems a trial to him. 

In patience, faith, and humility, he labours 
on, his hopes fixed on one only earthly reward 
— that he may some day become a mdpere, and 
be allowed to labour for the conversion of bis 
countrymen.* 

* The facts contained in these two beautiful stories 
were related to me by a holy Jesuit Father, who wa3 
himself a missioner in Mada^;ascar. 
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emotional and gushing little novelette." — Church Times, " It is 
impossible for us to know how far the events and situations are real, 
and how far imaginary ; but if real, they are well related, and if 
imaginary, they are well conceived." — Tablet, " It is written in the 
gentlest spirit of charity." — Athenceum, 

The Feasts of Camelot, with the Tales that were told 
there. By Eleanora Louisa Hervey. 3s. 6d. ; or 
separately, Christmas, is.6d.; Whitsuntide, is.6d. 

*' This is really a verv charming collection of tales, told as is evi- 
dent from the title, by tne Knights of the Round Table, at the Court 
of King Arthur. It is good for children and for grown up people 
too, to read these stories of knightly courtesy and adventure and oc 
pure and healthy romance, and they have never oeen written in a 
more attractive style than by Mrs. Hervey in this little volume." — 
Tablet, " This is a very charming story book." — Weekly Register, 
" Mrs. Hervey brings the great legendary hero within the. reach of 
children, but the stories are quite sufficiently well told to deserve the 
perusal of more critical readers." — The Month. " These tales are 
well constructed, and not one of them is destitute of interest." — 
Catholic Times, Full of chivalry and knightly deeds, not unmixed 
with touches of quaint humour. " — Court Journal. * ' A graceful and 
pleasing collection of ^\.QTis&.**— Daily News. "There is a high 
purpose in this charming book, one which is steadily pursued — ^it 
is the setting forth of the true meaning of chivalry." — Morning Post, 

Stories from many Lands. By K L. Hervey. 3s. 6d. 

"Very well and, above all, very briefly told. The stories are 
short and varied. The Godmother's Anecdotes are very good 
stories." — Saturday Review. "A great number of short Stories 
and Anecdotes of a good moral tone." — Tablet. "A delightful 
fairy Godmother is this, who promises to rival the famous Princess 
Scheherezade as a story-teller.-" — Weekly Register. " Suitable for 
boys and girls of ten or twelve years, and is capable of teaching 
them not a few wholesome truths in an agreeable but really im- 
pressive msiniicr."— Illustrated London News, "A charming coU 
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lection of tales, iUustratiiig some great tnith&"— Obvnril Times. 
" With a few exceptions each story has ' some heart of meaning in 
it,' and tends to kindle in the mind all that is good and noble. "^- 
Windsor GoMette. " A collection of short stories, anecdotes, and 
apologues on various topics, delightfully told." — Athenaum, 

A Daughter of St Dominic. By Grace Ramsay 
(Kathleen O'Meara). is.; stronger bound, 
IS. 6d.; cloth extra, 2S. 

** A beautiful Httle work. The narrative is highly interesting."— 
Dublin Revitw. " It is full of courage and faith and Ca3iolic 
heroism. ' ' — Universe, * * A beautiful picture of the wonders defected 
by ubiquitous charity, and still more by fervent prayer." — Tablet, 

Bessy; or the Fatal Consequence of Telling Lies. 
IS. ; stronger bound, is. 6d. ; gilt, 2S. 

' ' This is a very good tale to put into the hands of young servants.'* 
— Tablet, " The moral teaching is of course thoroughly Catholic, 
and conveyed in a form extremely interesting." — Weekly Register, 

Kainer; or, the Usurer's Doom. By the Author of 
''Industry and Laziness." is., gilt edges, is. 6d. 

" A very tastefully printed book, and the translation is clear and 
tasteful — well done, in fact"— /rwA Monthly, 

Tom's Crucifix, and other Tales. By M. F. S. 3s.6d. ; 
or separately, is. each, or is. 6d. gilt. 

Tom's Crucifix, and Pat's Rosary. 

Good for Evil, and Joe Ryan's Repentance. 

The Old Prayer Book, and Charlie Pearson's Medal, 

Catherine's Promise, and Norah's Temptation. 

Annie's First Prayer, and Only a Picture. 

''Simple stories for the use of teachers of Christian doctrine." 
— Universe, "This is a volume of short, plain, and simple 
stories, written with the view of illustrating the Catholic religion 
practically by putting Catholic practices in an interesting light 
before the mental eyes of children. The whole of the tales in the 
volume before us are exceedingly well written." — Weekly Register, 

Fluffy. A Tale for Boys. By M. F. S., author of 
"Tom's Crucifix and other Tales." 3s. 6d. 

"A charming little story. The narrative is as wholesome through 
out as a breath of fresh air, and as beautiful in the spirit of it as a 
beam of moovXi^V -^Weekly Register. "The tale is well told. 
We caimot help feeling an interest in the fortunes of Fluffy."— Tablet, 

The Three Wishes. A Tale. By M. F. S. 2s. 6d. 
Cheaper edition, is. 6d. 

" A pretty neatly told story for girls. There is much quiet pathos 
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in it and a warm Catholic spirit." — The Month, " We are glad to 
welcome this addition to the story-books for which the author is 
already favourably known." — United Irishman. "The tale is 
singularly interesting. The story of Gertrude with her gratified 
wish has about it all the interest of a romance, and will, no doubt, 
find especial favour." — Weekly Register, " Like everything which 
M. F. S. writes, the book is full of mtextst:*— Tablet The chief 
neroine is a striking model of what a young woman ought to be, 
and may become, if animated by sincere desire." — Catholic Times. 

Catherine Hamilton. By M. F. S. 2S. 6d. ; gilt, 3s. 

*' We have no doubt this will prove a very attractive book to the 

little folks, and would be glad to see it widely circulated." — Catholic 

World, " A short, simple, and well-told story, illustrative of the 

power of grace to correct bad temper in a waywEird girl" — Weekly 

Register, * 'We are very much pleased with this little book. " — Tablet, 

Catherine grown Older. By M. F. S. 2S. 6d. ; gilt 3s, 

"Those who are familiar with the history of Catherine in her 
vrayward childhood will welcome with no little satisfaction thift 
sequel to her story from the hand of the same charming writer. 
There is a simplicity about the style and an earnest tenderness in 
the manner of the narrative which renders it singularly impressive." 
— Weekly Register, "Catherine's character will ddight English 
cMldien."— Tablet. 

The Angels and the Sacraments. — Stories for my 

Children, is. ; gilt^ is. 6d. 
Simple Tales. Square i6mo., cloth antique, 2s. 6d. 

' " Contains five pretty stories of a true Catholic tone, interspersed 
with some short pieces of poetry. . . Are very affecting, and told 
in such a way as to engage the attention of any child." — Register, 
" This is a little book which we can recommend with great confi- 
dence. The tales are simple, beautiful, and pathetic. — Catholic 
Opinion, " It belongs to a class of books of which the want is 
generally much felt by Catholic parents." — Dublin Review, " Beau 
tifidly written. * Little Terence * is a gem of a TBie."-^Tablet. 

Terry O'Flinn* By the Very Rev. Dr. Tandy. Fcap. 
8vo. IS. ; stronger bound, is. 6d. ; gilt, 2s. 

"The writer possesses considerable literary power." — Register, 
"A most singular production." — Universe. "An unpretending 
yet a very touching story. "— Waterford News, * * Excellent indeed 
is the idea of embodying into a story the belief that there is ever 
beside us a guardian angel who reads the thoughts of our hearts 
and strives to turn us to good."— Crt/A^?/«V World, "The idea is 
weU sustained throughout." — Church Times, 

The Adventures of a Protestant in Search of a Reli- 
gion : being the Story of a late Student of 
Divinity at Bunyan Baptist College ; a Noncon- 
formist Minister, who seceded to the Catholic 
Church. By Iota. 3s. 6d. ; cheap edition, 2s. 

"Will well repay its perusal." — Universe, " This precious vol- 
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ume. ** -^Baptist, * ' No one will deny * Iota ' the merit of entire origi- 
nality." — Civilian. " A valuable addition to eveiy Catholic library." 
TabUi, ' ' There is much devemess in it. ' '— Nonconformist * * Ma- 
licious and wicked."— iSff^/^A Ind^tndtnt. "An admirable and 
amusing, yet truthful and genuinely sparkling work. The charac- 
ters are from life." — Catholic Opinion. 

The Village Lily. Fcap. 8vo. is.; gilt, is. 6d. 

" Charmmg litUe story."— Wtdtly Register, 

Faiiy Tales for Little Children. By Madeleine Howley 
Meehan. 6d.; cloth, is. and is. 6d.; gilt, 2s. 

" Full of imagination and dreams, and at the'same time with ex- 
cellent point and practical aim, within the reach of the intelligence 
of infants." — Universe. "Pleasing, simple stories, combining in- 
struction with amusement." — Register, A pretty little book to give 
to imaginative young ones." — Tablet, 

Rosalie; or, the Memoirs of a French Child. Written by 
herself, is. ; stronger bound, is. 6d. ; gilt, 2s. 

' It is prettily told, and in a natural manner. The account of 
Rosalie's illness and First Communion is very well related. We 
can recommend the book for the reading of children." — Tablets 
" The tenth chapter is beautiftiL" — Universe. ** The lessons incul- 
cated tend to improve the youthful mind. We cannot too strongly 
• recommend the book." — Waterford News. ** This is one of those 
nicely written stories for children which we now and then come 
across." — Catholic World, • 'Charmingly written. " — Church Herald » 

The Story of Marie and other Tales. Fcap. as. 6d. 

gilt,3S. 

' ' A very nice little collection of stories, thoroughly Catholic in their 

. teaching.' ' — Tablet. ' ' A series of short pretty stories, told with much 

simplicity." — Universe. "A number of short pretty stories, replete 

with religious teaching, told in simple language." — Weekly Register^ 

The Mission Cross. An Abstinence Tale. By Mrs. 
Bartle Teeling, author of " Roman Violets," and 
"The Violet Sellers — z. Drama." 2s.; in paper 
covers, is. 6d. 

Sir iElfric and other Tales. By the'lRev. G. Bamp- 
field. i8mo. 6d. ; cloth, is. ; gUt, is. 6d. 

The Last of the Catholic O'Malleys. A Tale. By 
M. Taunton, cloth, is. 6d. ; stronger bound, 2s. 

" A sad and stirring tale, simply written, and sure tO secure for 
Itself readers."— TaWtf/. "Deeply interesting. It is well adapted 
for parochial and school ^hTdoies,"-^ Weekly Register. "A verr 
pleasing tale. "-.7%* Month, - Simply and hatuillly told."-/^w- 
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Eagle and Dove. From the French of Zdnaide 
Fleuriot, by Emily Bowles, ss. ; cheap edition, 
2S. 6d. 

*' We recommend our readers to peruse this well-written story." — 
Register, " One of the very best stories we have ever dipped into." 
— Church Times, "Admirable in tone and purpose." — Church 
Herald, " A real gain. It possesses merits far above the pretty 
fictions got up by English writers." — Dublin Review, "There is 
an air of truth and sobriety about this little volume, nor is there any 
attempt at sensation." — Tablet, 

Legends of the 13 th Century. By the Rev. Henry 
Collins. 3s. ; or in 3 vols., is. 6d. each. 

" A casket of jewels. Most fascinating as legends and none the 
less profitaUe for example, consolation, and encouragement."— 
Weekly Register, * ' The legends are full of deep spiritual teaching, 
and they are almost all authenticated." — Tablet. * • Well translate 
and beautifully got up." — The Month, " Full of heavenly wisdom/' 
— Catholic Opinion, ' ' The volume reminds us forcibly of Rodriguez's 
* Christian Perfection.'" — Dublin Review, 

Little Books of St Nicholas. Tales for Children, 
By Rev. F. Drew. is. each. 

I. Oremus; 2. DominusVobiscum; 3. Pater Noster ; 4. Per 
Jesum Christum; '5. Veni Creator; 6. Credo; 7. Ave 
Maria ; 8. Ora pro nobis ; 9. Corpus Christ! ; 10. Dei 
Genitrix ; 1 1. Requiem ; 12. Miserere ; 13. Deo Gratias ; 
14. Guardian Angel. [Numbers i to 7 are ready.] 

Keighley Hall and other Tales. By Elizabeth King. 
Gilt, 2s. 

"The religious teaching is very good, and stamps the work as 
being that of a loyal member of the one true Church."— Tix^/^/. 
"The Tales are Catholic to the backbone."— W^tf<fi&/y Register, 
"Interesting and well-written stories." — Westminster Gazette, 
" Very interesting as stories." — Church News, "Full of devotion 
and yieXy,'* -^Northern Press, 

Chats about the Rosary ; or, Aunt Margaret's Little 
Neighbours. By Miss Plues. Fcap. 8vo. 3s. 

"There is scarcely any devotion so calculated as the Rosary to 
keep up a taste for piety in little children, and we must be grateful 
for any help in applying its lessons to the daily life of those who 
already love it in their unconscious tribute to its value and beauty." 
— Month, " We do not know of a better book for reading aloud to 
children, it will teach them to understand and to love the Rosary." — 
Tablet, Illustrative of each of the mysteries, and connecting each 
with the practice of some particular virtue." — Catholic Opinion, 
"This pretty book carries out a very good idea, much wanted, to 
impress upon people who do not read much the vivid picture or 

stoiy of each mystexy of the Rosary." — Dublin Review, 

»■■■■ ■■ ■ . -.,..■ .. * 
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Margarethe VerflasseD. Translated from the German 
by Mrs. Smith Sligo. is. 6d. and 3s.; gilt, 3s. 6d. 

" A portrait of a very boly and noble soul, whose li£e was passed 
inconstant practical acts of the love of God." — Weekly Register, 
" It is the picture of a true woman's life, well fitted up with the 
practice of ascetic devotion and loving unwearied activity about all 
the works of mercy." — Tablet. "Those who may wish to know 
something about Convent life will find it faithfully pourtrayed in 
every important particular in the volume before us. We cordially 
commend it to our readers." — Northern Star. 

A Romance of Repentance ; or, the Heroine of Vesu- 
vius. A remarkable sensation of the Seventeenth 
Century. By Rev, Dr. O'Reilly. 3s. 6d. 

Ned Rusheen. By Sister M. F. Clare. 5s. 

The Prussian Spy. A Novel. By V. Valmont 4s. 

Sir Thomas Maxwell and his Ward. By Miss Bridges. 
Fcap. 8vo. IS. 

Adolphus ; or, the Good Son. i8mo. gilt, 6d. 

Nicholas ; or, the Reward of a Good Action. 6d. 

The Lost Children of Mount St Bernard. Gilt, 6d. 

The Baker's Boy ; or, the Results of Industry. 6d. 

A Broken Chain. i8mo. gilt, 6d. 

Tales and Sketches. By Charles Fleet. 8vo. 3s. 6d. 

Cardinal Wolsey ; or the Abbot of St Cuthbert's. By 
Agnes Stewart 6s. 6d. 

Sir Thomas More. By the same author. los; 6d. 
The Yorkshire Plot By the same author. 6s. 6d. 
Bishop Fisher. By the same author. 7s. 6d. 
Limerick Veteran. By the same author. 4s. 6d. 
Life in the Cloister. By the same author. 3s. 6d. 
Festival Tales. By J. F. Waller. 3s. 6d. 
Kishoge Papers. Tales ofDevilry and Drollery, is. 6d. 
Rupert Aubray. By the Rev. T. J. Potter. 3s. 
Percy Grange. By the same author. 3s. 
Farleyes of Farleye. By the same author. 2s. 6d. 
Sir Humphrey's Trial. By the same author. 2s. 6d.. 
The Victims of the Mamertine. Scenes from the 
Early Church. By Rev. A. J. O'ReiUy. D .D. 5s. 
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The Catholic " Pilgrim's Progress " — The Journey of 
Sophia and Eidalie to the Palace of True Hap- 
piness. Translated by the Rev. Father Bradbury, 
Mount St. Bernard's, is. 6d., better bound, 3s. 6d. 

" The book is essentially suited to women, and especially to those 
who purpose devoting themselves to the hidden life of sanctity. It 
will prove, however, a useful gift to many young ladies whose lot is 
in the world. " — Weekly Register. * ' This mode of teaching imparts 
an extraordinary degree of vividness and x^d^iy."— Church Rei4ew» 
" Unquestionably the book is one that for a certain class of minds 
will have a great charm." — The Scotsman, "No one can weary 
with the pert^, and most people will enjoy it very much." — Tablet, 

Diary of a Confessor of the Faith. i2mo., is. 
Recollections of the Reign ot Terror. By the Abbd 

Dumesnil. 2 s. 6d. 
Tim O'Halloran's Choice; or, From KiUamey to 

New York. By Sister M. F. Clare. 3s. 6d. 

The Silver Teapot. By Elizabeth King. i8mo., 4d, 

The First Christmas for our dear little ones. By Miss 
Mulholland. 15 Illustrations, 4to. 6s. 

Legends of the Saints. By M. F. S., author of ''Stories 
of the Saints." Square i6mo., 3s. 6d. 

" A pretty little book, couched in studiously simple language."— 
Church Times, "A number of short legends, told in simple lan- 
guage for young readers by one who has already given us two 
charming volumes of ' Stories of the Saints.' " — Tablet. ** Here 
we have more than fifty tales, told with singular taste, and ranging 
over a vast geographical area. Not one of them will be passed 
over by the reader." — Catholic Tim^, "A delightful boon for 
youthful readers." — Weekly Re^ster, "It is got up in the most 
attractive as well as substantial style as regards binding, paper, and 
tjrpography, while the simple and beautiful legends are told in a 
graceful and flowing manner, which cannot fail to rivet the attention 
and interest of the youthful reader." — United Irishman,] 

Stories of the Saints. By M. F. S. ist Series, 3s. 6d., 
gilt, 4s. 6d. 2nd Series, 3s. 6d., gilt, 4s. 6d. 
3rd Series, 3s. 6d. 4th Series, 3s. 66, 5th 
Series, 3s. 66, 

"As lovely a little book as we have seen for many a day." — 
Weekly Register. " Interesting not only for children but for per 
sons of every age and degree." — Tablet, "A great desideratum. 
Very pleasantly written." — The Month. ' ' A very attractive volume. 
A delightful book." — Union Review, "Admirably adapted for 
reading aloud to children, or for their own private reading."— 
Catholic Opinion, " Being full of anecdotes, they are especially 
attractive."— CAiiwA Herald, " Well selected."— Z?»^/i» Review. 
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Stories of Holy Lives. By M. F. S. Fq>. Svo., 3s. 6d. 

"The stories seem well put together.*'— rA« Month, -** It setd 
before us dearly and in simple language the most striking features 
in the character and history of many whose very names are dear to 
the hearts of Catholics."— TV^^^/. 

Stories of Biartyr Priests. ByM. F. S. i2mo., 3s. 6d. 

" The stories are written with the utmost simplicity, and with such 
an earnest aii of reality about eveiy page that the youthful reader 
may forget that he has a book in his hand, and can believe that he is 
< listening to a story.' " — Weekly RegisUr. " It has been the task 
of the writer, while adhering strictly to historical facts, to present 
the lives of Uiese Christian heroes in a pleasing and attractive form» 
so that, while laying before the youthful mincU deeds as thrilling as 
any to be found In the pages of romance, a chapter in her history is 
laid open whidi is at once the gloiy and the shame of England. "-~ 
United Irishman, "Short memoirs well written and which cannot 
fail to attract not only ' the Catholic Boys of England,' to whom the 
book is dedicated, but also all the men and women of England to 
whom the Catholic fisuth is dear." — Tablet, " 3ad stories of over 
thirty Ihiests who perished for conscience sake." — Catholic Times, 
"No lives of great men can depict so glorious a picture as these 
Stories of Martyred Priests, and we trust they will be read far and 
wide." — Dublin Review, 

The Story of the Life of St. Paul. By M. F. S., author 
of "Legends of the Saints/' &c. 2s. 6d. and 
IS. 6d. 

■ "A most attractive theme for the prolific pen of the author of 
•Tom's Crucifbc and f^i^a^st l2l^s&.'— Weekly Register, "The 
author knew instinctively how to present the incidents most efifec- 
tively, and has made the most of them." — Catholic Times, 

Bible Stories from the Old Testament. Twelve Stories 
of the Jewish Church, to interest the young in 
the fortunes of God's ancient Church, by throwing 
the Scripture narrative into a slightly different 
form. By Charles Walker. Cloth, extra, 2s. 6d. 
Cheaper edition, is. 6d. 

' Contents :— The Sacrifice of Abel.— The Ship of Safety.— The 
City of Confusion. — Melchisedech, King of Salem. — ^The Sabbath 
Breaken— Achan.— The Child Prophet of Silo.— The Building of the 
Temple. — ^The Altar at Beth-El. — The Repentance of Nineve.— 
The Furnace of Babylon. — ^The Prophecy of Malachias. 

Albertus Magnus : his Life and Scholastic Labours. 
From original Documents. By Professor Sighart. 
Translated by Rev. Fr. T. A. Dixon, O.P. With a 
Portrait 8vo., los. 6d. ; cheap edition, 5s. 

" A translation of Dr. Sighart's * Albertus Magnus ' will be wel- 
come in many quarters. The volume is admirably printed and 
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beautifully got up, and the frontispiece is a valuable engraving of 
R Albert^s portrait after Fiesole."— Z3«^//« Review, *' Albert the 
Great is not well known ... yet he is one of those pioneers of in- 
ductive philosophy whom our modem men of science cannot with- 
out blade ingratitude forget. His memory should be dear not only 
to those who value the sanctity of life, but to those also who try, as 
he did, to wrest from nature the reason of her doings. "— The Month* 
" The volume is a large one, as befits the subject, and it carries the 
reader through most of the scenes of Albert's life with a graphic 
power . . , We recommend this book as worthy a place in every 
library." — Catholic Times, *' The fullest record that has ever been 
penned of one of the grandest luminaries in the history of the 
Church." — Weehly Register, '* The book is e3ctrcmely interesting, 
full of information, and displays great power of research and critical 
Judgment. . . . The volume is eminently worth perusal." — Tablet, 
" One of the most interesting religious biographies recently issued 
from the Catholic press." — Irish Monthly, 

Life of St. Wenefred, Virgin Martyr and Abbess, 
Patroness of North WsJes and Shrewsbury. By 
Rev. T. Meyrick, M.A. With Frontispiece, 2S. 

Lives of the Saints for every Day in the Year. Beauti- 
fully printed on thick toned paper, within borders 
from ancient sources. Cloth gilt, gilt edges,4to.25s. 

Lives of the First Religious of the Visitation of Holy 
Mary. By Mother Frances Magdalen de Chaugy. 
2 vols., I OS. : — or separately : — 

Life of Mother Marie Jacqueline Favre, Mother 
Jeanne Charlotte de Br^hard, Mother Peronne 
Marie de ChS,tel, Mother Claude Agnes Joli de 
la Roche. 6s. 

Life of Sister Claude Simplicienne Fardel, Sister Marie 
Aim^e de Chantal, Sister Fran9oise Gabrielle 
Bally, Sister Marie Denise de Martignat, Sister 
Anne Jacqueline Coste, Sister Marie Peronne Fer- 
net, Sister Marie S^raphique de Chamflours. 6s. 

S. Vincent Ferrer, his Life, Spiritual Teaching, and 
practical Devotion. By Fr. Pradel. Translated 
by Rev. Fr. Dixon, O.P. With Photograph, 5s. 

Life of S. Bemardine of Siena. With a portraiti 5s. 

Life of S. Philip Benizi. With a portrait, 5s. 

Life of S. Veronica Giuliani, and Blessed Battista 

VaranL With a portrait, 53. 
Life of S. John of God. With a portrait, ss. 
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The Lives of the Early Popes. By Rev. Thomas 
Meyrick, M.A., % vols., 8vo. St. Peter to St. 
Silvester, 4s. 6d. From the time of Constaa- 
tine to Charlemagne, 5s. 6d. 

Life of B. Giovanni Colombini. By Feo Belcari. 
Translated from the editions of 1541 and 1832 
With a Photograph. Cr. Svo. 3s. 6d. 

Life of Sister Mary Frances of the Five Wounds. From 
the Italian. By Rev. D. Ferris. 2S. 6d. 

Sketch of the Life and Letters of the Countess Adel- 
stan. By E. A. M., author of " Rosalie, or the 
Memoirs of a French ChUd," " Life of Paul 
Seigneret," &c. is.; better bound, 2s. 6d. 

•* The great interest of the book, even above the story of the con- 
Tersion of her husband, is the question of education. The essay 
on the bringing up of children and the comparative merits and de- 
merits of Convent and home education, is well worth the careful 
study both of parents and those entrusted with the task of instruc- 
tion."— The Month. ' ' Her judgments are always mse."— Catholic 
Opinion, *' We can safely recommend this excellent little biogra- 
phical sketch. It offers no exciting interest, but it is calculated to 
edify aU."—7'aWtf/. 

Life of Paul Seigneret, Seminarist of Saint-Sulpice. 
6d.; cloth, is. ; better bound, is. 6d.; gilt, 2s. 

" An affecting and well-told narrative. . . It will be a great fa- 
vourite, especis^y with our pure-minded, high-spirited young people. " 
— Universe. "We commend it to parents with sons under their 
care, and especially do we recommend it to those who are charged 
with the education and training of our Catholic youth." — Register, 

Inner Life of P^re Lacordaire. By Pfere Chocarne. 

Translated by Augusta Theodosia Drane. 6s. 6d. 
Life of Sister Mary Cherubina Clare of S. Francis. With 

Preface by Lady Herbert, and Photograph, 3s. 6d. 
Life and Letters of Sir Thomas More. By A. M. 

Stewart Illustrated, 8vo., los. 6d. ; gilt, iis 6d. 
Life of Gregory Lopez, the Hermit By Canon Doyle 

O.S.B. With a Photograph. i2mo., 3s. 6d. 
St Angela Merici. Her Life, her Virtues, and her 

Institute. i2mo., 3s. 
Life of St Columba, &c. By M. F. Cusack. 8vo., 6s. 
Recollections of Cardinal Wiseman, &c.' By M. J, 

Arnold. 2s. 6d. 
Prince and Saviour. A Life of Christ for the Young. 

By Rosa Mulh oUand. 6d. Illustrated, 2s. 6d. 
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Life and Miracles of St. Benedict. From St. Gregory 
the Great, by Rev. Dom E. J. Luck. 4to., 
I OS. 6d. Widi 52 large Photographs, 31s. 6d. 
Small Edition, fcap. 8vo., 2s. ; stronger bound, 
2s. 6d. 

Life of St. Boniface. By Mrs. Hope. 6s. 

Life of Fr. Benvenuto Bambozzi, O.M.C., of the 
Conventual Friars Minor. Translated from the 
Italian of Fr. Nicholas Treggiari, D.D. ss. 

Life of the Ven. Anna Maria Taigi. From the French 
of Calixte, by A. V. Smith Sligo. 2s. 6d. 
better bound, ss. 

Venerable Mary Christina of Savoy. 6d. 

Life of Father Mathew. By Sister Mary Francis 
Clare. 2 s. 6d. 

Life of St Patrick. i2mo. is.; 8vo., 6s., gilt, los. 

Life of St. Bridget, and of other Saints of Ireland, is. 

The Life of Our Lord. With Introduction by Dr. 
Husenbeth. Illustrated. 5s. 

Life, Passion, Death, and Resurrection of Our Blessed 
Lord. Translated from Ribadeneira. is. 

Life of S. Edmund of Canterbury, is. and is. 6d. 

Life of St. Francis of Assisi. From St. Bonaventure. 
By Miss Lockhart. With Photograph, 3s. 6d. 

Life of St. German. 3s. 6d. 

Life of Cardinal Wiseman, is. ; cloth, is. 6d. 

Life of Count de Montalembert. By G. White. 6d. 

Life of Mgr. Weedall. By Dr. Husenbeth. 5s. 

Pius IX. By J. F. Maguire. 6s. 

Pius IX. From his Birth to his Death. By G. White. 6d. 

Life of the Ever-Blessed Virgin, is. 

Our Blessed Lady of Lourdes: a Faithful Narrative of 
the Apparitions of the Blessed Virgin. By F. C. 
Husenbeth, D.D. i8mo. 6d. j cloth, is.; with 
Novena, is. ; cloth, is. 6d. Novena, separately, 
4d.; Litany, id., or 6s. per 100. Medal, id. 
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A Month at Lourdes and its Neighbourhood in the 
Summer of 1877. By Hugh Caraher. Two 
Illustrations, 2s. 

The History of the Blessed Virgin. ByOrsinL Trans- 
lated by Dr. Husenbeth. Illustrated, 3s. 6d. 

Devotion to Our Lady in North America. By the 
Rev. Xavier Donald Macleod. 8vo. 5s. 

" The work of an author than whom few more gifted writers have 
ever appeared among us. It is not merely a religious woik, but it has 
aU the charms of an entertaining book of travels. We can hardly 
find words to express our high admuration of it" — Weekly Register, 

Life of the Yen. Elizabeth Canori Mora. From the 
Italian, with Prefacej by Lady Herbert, and 
Photograph. 3s. 6d. 

The History of the Italian Revolution. The Revolu- 
tion of the Barricades. (1796— 1849.) By the 
Chevalier O'Clery, M.P., K.S.G. 8vo. 7s. 6d. j 
cheap edition, 3s. 6d. 

*' The volume is ably written, and by a man who is acquainted 
with the subject about which he writes." — Athetueum, "Well- 
written, and contains many passages that are marked by candour 
and amiability." — Guardian, " Mr. O'Clery's graphic and truthful 
narrative. . . . Written in an easy flowing style, the volume is by 
no means heavy reading." — Pilot. "It was a happy thought on 
the part of Mr. O'Clery to conceive the possibility of contributing 
something towards the removal of the existing ignorance ; and it 
was better still to have girded himself up to the task of giving exe- 
cution to his thoughC in the very able and satisfactory manner in 
which he has done his work." — The Month. "The author grasps 
the whole subject of the Revolution with a master mind .... From 
the first page to the last it is of absorbing interest." — CatholicTimes. 
" Written with the calmness of the historian, yet with something of 
the energy of faith, this book cannot fail to be most interesting to 
Catholics. The style is easy and enjoyable." — Tablet. " In every 
line of the book we find a vigour and freshness of mind, combined 
with a maturity of judgment on the great question at issue." — 
Wexford People. 

Two Years in the Pontifical Zouaves. By Joseph 
Powel, Z.P, With 4 Engravings. 8vo. 3s. 6d. 

" It affords us much pleasure, and deserves the notice of the Catho- 
lic public." — Tablet. " Familiar names meet the eye on every pages 
and as few Catholic circles in either country have not had a friend or 
relative at one time or another serving in the Pontifical Zouaves, the 
histoiy of the formation of the corps, of the gallant youths, their 
suffermgs, and their troubles, will be valued as something more than 
a contribution to modem Roman history." — Freeman's youmaL 
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Rome and her^Captors.?t Letters collected and edited 
by Count Henri dldeville, and translated by 
F. R. Wegg-Prosser. Cr. 8vo. 4s. 

"The letters describe the attempted capture ;of Rome' by Gari- 
baldi ; and the tissue of events which brought about in 1870 the 
seizure of Rome by Victor Emanuel."-— Z?»^/«« Review, * * A series 
of letters graphically depicting the course of political events in Italy, 
and showing in its true light the dishonesty of the Piedmontese 
government, the intrigues of Prussia, and the ill-treatment to which 
the Pope has been subjected. We most cordially recommend the 
volume to our readers. —CA«nrA Herald, '* One of the most op- 
portune contributions that could be made to popular literature." — 
Cork Examiner, **We have read the book carefully, and have 
found it full of interest." — Catholic Opinion, 

Personal Recollections of Rome. By W. J. Jacob, 
Esq., late of the Pontifical Zouaves. 8vo. is. 6d. 

" An interesting description of the Eternal City . . .'.The value of 
the Pamphlet is enhanced by a catena of authorities on the Tem- 
poral Power." — Tablet, " All will read it with pleasure, and many 
to their profit." — Weekly Register, " We cordially recommend an 
attentive perusal of Mr. Jac(3}'s book."— iVa/^», 

To Rome and Back. Fly-leaves firom a Flying Tour. 
Edited by W. H. Anderdon, S.J. i2mo., 2s. 

' Graphic and vigorous sketches. As Father Anderdon says, 
Truly they have their special interest, by reason of date no less than 
of place and scene. ' To Rome and Back ' refers to Rome and 
back at the time of the Papal Jubilee. It is as beautiful a celebr^- 
ion of that memorable event as has anywhere appeared. " — Weekly 
Register, *' We note in the Authoress a power of condensing a 
description in a bold and striking metaphor. There is all a woman's 
quickness and keenness of perception, and a power of sympathy with 
the noble, the beautiful, and the true." — The Month, ** A charming 
book. . . . Besides pleasant description, there is evidence of much 
thought in parts of the book." — Dublin Review, 

The First Apostles of Europe. The 2nd Edition of 
"The Conversion of the Teutonic Race." By 
Mrs. Hope. 2 vols, crown 8vo. los. 

"Mrs. Hope has quite grasped the general character of the 
Teutonic nations and their true position with regard to Rome and 
the world in general. . . It is a great thing to find a writer of a 
book of this dass so clearly grasping and so boldly setting forth 
truths, which familiar as they are to scholars, are still utterly 
unknown — or worse than unknown, utterly misconceived — ^by most 
of the writers of our smaller literature." — Saturday Review, "A 
brilliant and compact history of the Germans, Franks, and the 
various tribes of the former Jutes, Angles, and Saxons, who jointly 
formed the Anglo-Saxon, or, more correctly, English people. , . . 
Many of the episodes and notices of the Apostolic Missionaries, as 
well as the general story, are very happily and gracefully conveyed.' 
—Northern Star, " lliis is a real addition to our Catholic litera- 
ture."— r<z^///. ** In the first place it is good in itself, possessing 

■ III! ■ ... . 
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considerable liteiarv merit ; then it fills up a blank, which has never 

Set been occupira, to the generality of readers, and lastly and 
eyond all, it forms one of the few Catholic books brought out 
in this country which are not translations or adaptations from 
across the Channel. It is a growth of individual intellectual labour, 
fed from original sources, and fused by the polish of a cultivated 
and discerning mind." — Dublin Review. " Mrs. Hope's historical 
works are always valuable." — IVeeJkfy Register. " A very valuable 
work . . . Mrs. Hope has compiled an original history, which gives 
constant evidence of great erudition, and sound historical judgment. * 
-^TAe Month, "This is a most taking book : it is solid history 
and romance in one." — Catholic Opinion. " It is carefully, and in 
many parts beautifully written, and the account of the Irish monks is 
most instructive and interesting." — Universe, 

BY ARTHUR AND T. W. M. MMISHALL. 

Comedy of Convocation in the English Church. 
Edited by Archdeacon Chasuble, D.D. 2S. 6d. 

The Oxford Undergraduate of Twenty Years Ago : 
his Religion, his Studies, his Antics. By a 
Bachelor of Arts. 2S. 6d. ; cloth, 3s. 6d. 

" The writing is foil of brilliancy and point."— r^W//. " It wiU 
deservedly attract attention, not only by the briskness and liveliness 
of its style, but also by the accuracy of the picture which it pro- 
bably ^ves of an individual experience." — Tht Month. 

The Infallibility of the Pope. A Lecture. 8vo. is. 

"A splendid lecture, by one who thoroughly understands his 
subject, and in addition is possessed of a rare power of language in 
which to put before others what he himself knows so well." — Uni- 
verse. "There are few writers so well able to make things plain 
and intelligible as the author of ' The Comedy of Convocation.' . . • 
The lecture is a model of argument and style." — Register, 

Reply to the Bishop of Ripon's Attack on the Catholic 
Church. 6d. 

The Harmony of Anglicanism. Report of a Con- 
ference on Church Defence. 2s. 6d. 

" * Church Defence' is characterised by the same caustic ironv, 
the same good-natured satire, the same logical acuteness which dis- 
tinguished its predecessor, the ' Comedy of Convocation.' ... A 
more scathing bit of irony we have seldom met with." — Tablet. 
•'Clever, humorous, witty, learned, written by a keen but sarcastic 
observer of the Establishment, it is calculated to make defenders 
wince as much as it is to make all others smile." — Nonconformist, 

Marshalliana — The above 5 pamphlets in one volume, 
426 pages, 8vo., published at los. in paper 
covers, now offered for 6s. in cloth. 
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Holy Places ; their Sanctity and Authenticity. By the 
Rev. Fr. Philpin. With Maps. Crown 8vo. 6s,; 
cheap edition, 2s. 6d. 

*' Fr. Philpin weighs the comparative value of extraordinary, ordi- 
nary, and natural evidence, and gives an admirable summary of the 
witness of the early centuries regarding the holy places of Jerusalem, 
with archaeological and architectural proofs. It is a complete trea- 
tise of the subject.'* — Month. "The author treats his subject with 
a thorough system, and a competent knowledge." — Church Heralds 



Dramas, Comedies, Farces, (See also page 26.) 

Bluebeard ; or, the Key of the Cellar. Drama in 3 

Acts. Children, 6d. 
The Violet Sellers. Drama in Three Acts. Children, 

6d. 
Whittington and his Cat. Drama in Nine Scenes. 

Children, 6d. 
St. Eustace. A Drama in Five Acts. Male, is. 
St. William of York. A Drama in Two Acts. Male, 6d. 
He would be a Lord. Comedy in Three Acts. Male, 2s. 
He would be a Soldier. Comedy in 2 Acts. Male, 6d. 
The Enchanted Violin. Comedy in Two Acts. 

Male, 6d. 
Finola. An Opera, from Moore's Melodies, in Four 

Acts. IS. 
Shandy Maguire. A Farce in Two Acts. Male, 2s. 
The Duchess Transformed. A Comedy in One Act. 

ByW.H. A. Female, 6d. 
The Reverse of the Medal. A Drama in Four Acts. 

Female, 6d. 
Emscliflf Hall : or, Two Days Spent with a Great-Aunt. 

A Drama in Three Acts. Female, 6d. 
Filiola. A Drama in Four Acts. Female, 6d. 
The Secret. Drama in One Act By Mrs. Sadlier. 

Female, is. . 
The Convert Martyr; or, Dr. Newman's "Callista," 

dramatised by Dr. Husenbeth. 2s. 
Shakespeare. Tragedies and Comedies. Expurgatetl 

edition for Schools. By Rosa Baughan. 6s. 

Comedies, in a. separate volume, 3s. 6d. 

Road to Heaven. A game for family parties, is. & 2s. 
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AdTwntnrMOf aCa]>tal]L By Lady Blanche Murphy ... 4 o 

AdTentnres of a Oasqneti Tbe. 2s. 6d., superior edition ... 4 o 

AfMean Fkbiola ... ... ... ... *.. 6 o 

Alte's Dream, and other Stories ... ... ... 6 o 

Alice Harmon, and other Tales. By an " Exile of Erin "... 5 o 

All for Lore ; or, from the Manger to the Cross ... ... 8 o 

Aliog*! Oliurbli History. 3 vols. ... ... .- 60 o 

Amulet, Tbe. By Conscience ... ... ... ••• 4 o 

Anecdotee, Cathollo. By Mrs. J. Sadlier. 3 vols. ... 11 o 

Angel Ovlde ; or, Year of First Communion ... ... 3 6 

Anthony ; or, the Silver Crucifix ... ... ... 2 6 

ApoBtleflhip of Prayer. By Rev. H. Rami&re ... ... 6 o 

Apostolic, An, Woman ; Sister Francis Xavier ... ... zo o 

Are Rhetorica. Auctore R. P. Martino du Cygne ... 3 o 

Assnnta Howard, and other Stories and Sketches... ... 6 o 

Barbara Leigb. A Christmas Sketch. By A. L. S. ... 3 o 

BeantiesoftheCatliolicCliurcli. By Fr. Shadlier ...80 

Bertlia ; or. The Consequence of a Fault. 2s. 6d. and ... 4 o 

Better Fart, Tbe. A Tale from Real Life ... ... a 6 

Bible. Large 4to., morocco elegant, with clasps ... ... 72 o 

Bible. 4to., cloth, 21S. ; French morocco, 27s. 6d. ; morocco 34 o 

Bible. 8vo., cloth, 8s. ; persian calf, 21s. ; morocco ... 25 o 
Bible, z8mo., cloth, 6s. ; roan, 7s. ; persian calf 8s. & 9s.; 

morocco, IIS. 6d. &i8s.,' calf ... ... ... 20 o 

Bible History for the Use of Catholic Schools. By a 

Teacher. Illustrated ... ... ... ...50 

Bible History for the Use of Schools. By Bishop Gilmour. 

Illustrated ... ... ... ... ... 20 

Blanche de Marsllly. An Episode of the Revolution ... 2 6 

Blessed Virgin In North America, Deyotion ta By Fr. 

Macleod ... ... ... ... ... ... 5 o 

Blessed Virgin, Life of the. By Rt. Rev. A. P. Dupan- 

loup, and others. Illustrated. ... ... .... 10 o 

Burgomaster's Daughter (5^<z»^^) ... ... ... 2 6 

Bnrlce's Sermons and Lectures. 3 vols. ... ... 30 o 

tkitler's Lives of the Saints. 4 vols., 36s. ; gilt 40s. ; or, 

bound in 2 vols., 28s. ; gilt ... ... ... ... 36 o 

See LLyes of the Saints 

Cahlll's Sermons and Lectures ... ... ... 12 o 

Captain Rougemont ; or, the Miraculous Conversion ... 2 6 

Cassllda ; or. The Moorish Princess of Toledo ... ... 2 6 
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s. d. 

Catholic Keepsake. A Gift Book for all Seasons ... 5 o 

Catholic Youth's Library, 6 vols. ... ... ... 12 o 

Or separately ; Mysterious Beggar, as.. ; The Recluse, 

2S. ; The Two Brothers, 2S. ; Young Flower Maker, 2s. ; 

The Leper's Son, 2S. ; The Dumb Boy, 2S. 

Catholicity in the Oarolinas and Georgia. By Fr. O'Connell 12 o 
Christ in His Churcdi ; Busingen's Chiurch History, translated 

by Rev. R. Brennan. Illustrated ... ... ... 9 o 

Christiaii Life and Vocation. By Rev. J. Berthier ... 5 o 

Christian Mother. From the German of Rev. W. Cramer 3 o 

Christian Truths. Lectures by Rt. Rev. Bishop Chatard 6 o 

Christmas for our dear Little Ones, The First. Illustrated 6 o 

Church and Moral World. By Rev. A. J. Th^baud, S.J.... 15 o 

Church and the OentUe World. By the same. 3 vols. ... 24 o 

Church. .History, z By Alzog, 3 vols., 60s. 2 By Darras, 

4 vols., 48s., 3 By Busingen, 9s. 4 By Brennan, 4s. 6d. 

Commandments of Ctod. By Rev. M. MtiUer ... ...10 o 

Communion, Holy. By Hubert Lebon ... ... ...40 

Conscience's Works, 8 vols. ... ... ... ... 32 o 

The Amulet, 4s. ; The Conscript and Blind Rosa, 4s. ; 

Count Hugo, 4s. ; The Fisherman's Daughter, 4s. ; 

Happiness of Being Rich, 4s. ; Ludovic and Gertrude, 

4s. ; The Village Innkeeper, 4s. ; The Young Doctor, 4s. 
Conscript and Blind Rosa. By Conscience ... ...40 

Consequence of a Fault. (Bertha), 2s. 6d. superfine edition 4 o 

Conyert, The : Leaves from My Experience. By Brownson 8 o 

Cook Book for Lent (suited to all Seasons of the Year) ... i o 

Counsels for eaCh Day in the Week (Friendly) ... ... o 6 

Count Hugo, of Oraenhoye. By Conscience ... ...40 

Grasset's Deyout Meditations... ... ... ...80 

Crown of Heayen, The. From the German of Stoeger ... 6 o 

Crown of Thorns, Mystery of. By a Passionate Father ... 5 o 

Dalaradia ; or. The Days of King Milcho. By W. Collins 4 o 

Darras's Church History. 4 vols. ... ... ... 48 o 

Diyine Paradete. Sermons. By Rev. T. S. Preston ... 5 o 

Diyine Sanctuary, The. By the Rev. T. S. Preston ... 4 o 

Diyinity of Christ, The. By Rt. Rev. Dr. Rosecrans ... 2 6 

Dumb Boy (CathQlic Youth) ... ... ... ... 2 o 

Dupont (L6on Papin-) Life of {Holy Man of Tours) ... 6 ^ 

Ec<flesia8tical Law, Elements o£ By Rev. S. B. Smithi D.D. 20 o 

,, „ Vol 2, Ecclesiastical Trials ... ... z8 o 

Emerald Qems. Irish Fireside Tales ... ... »•. 6 o 

Epistles and Gospels, Explanation 0& ByGoffine ...90 
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Bthal HamlltoiL By Anna T. Sodlier ... 
Bndhaxlft (Holy) and Penanoe. By Rev. M. Mtlller 
Buropeaa. OlvlUiatlon, Proteata&tlam and OathoUeity 

Compared. By Balmes 
BvidenoeB of Catholicity. By Archbishop Spalding 
BvldenoeB of Beligion. By L. Jouin, S.J. 
Faith of Our Fathers, The. By Rev. Archbishop Gibbons 

Cheap edition, in paper covers, 2S. 
Father Oawald. A Genuine Catholic Story 
FlcUe FOrtnne. A Story of Place La Gr6ve 
First Oommimicaiits, Ihstmctloiis for. By Dr. Schmitt . . . 
First Ck)mmil2licant, Little. (Lif^s Happiest Day) 
First Communion (My). From the German of Fr. Buchmann 
First Communion, Tear ot (Angel Guide) 
Fisherman's Daughter, The. By Conscience 
Fisherman's Daughter. Translated by Mis. Monroe 
Four Seasons, The. By Rev. J. W. Vahey 
Ftanois Zavler (St), Life o£ From the Italian of Bartoli 
Friendly Voice •; or, the Daily Monitor ... 
Future of Catholic Peoples. By Baron de Haulleville ... 
Qenius of Christianity. By Chateaubriand 
Qertrude (St) Maiiua.l ; or Spirit of Devotion, 504 pages ... 
Qod our Father. By a Father of the Society of Jesus 
God the Teacher of Mankind. By Rev. M. Mtlller : Holy 

Eucharist and Penance, 8s. The Greatest and the First 

Commandment ... ... ... ... 

Gofflne's Epistles and Ctospels ... 

Ctolden Sands. First and Second Series, each 

Oreat-Orandmother's Secret, The. 2s. 6d., superior edition 

Greetings to the Christ Child. Illustrated 

Gretchen's Gift ; or, A Noble Sacrifice. By A. L. S. 

Guardian Angel, Memoirs of a. By the Abb^ Chardon ... 

Happiness of Being Rich. By Conscience 

Happiness of Heaven. By a Father of the Society of Jesus 

Hill's Elements of Philosophy. 2 vols. 

History, Compendium of. By Kemey ... 

Holy Man of Tours ; or, the Life of L^n Papin-Dupont ... 

Idols; or, The Secret of the Rue Chauss^e d'Antin 

Indian Sketches. By Rev. P. J. De Smet, S.J. ... 

Intellectual Philosophy. By Rev. J. De Condlio 

Invitation Heeded. By James Kent Stone 

Irish Faith in America. Recollections of a Missionary ... 

Irish Fireside Tales (^»f/r«/</)... 

Irish Martyrs and Confessors, Liyes of. By Myles O'Reilly* 

and History of the Penal Laws. By Rev. R. Br ennan ...' 12 o 

H. Washboume^ i8 Paternoster Row^ London. 
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Irlflh Baoe (The) Fast and the PreBent. By Fr. Th^baud 

Jesuits 1 The. By Paul Feval ... 

Joint Venture, The ; a Tale in Two Lands 

Kemey's Compendium of History 

King's Page, The, and other Stories. By Anna T. Sadlier 

Knowledge and Love of Jesus Christ. St. Jure, 3 vols. ... 

LEO XITI. , Life and Acts of. With a Sketch of the Last Days 

of Pius IX; Edited by Rev. J. E. Keller, S.J. Illustrated 

Leper's Son (Catholic Youth's) ... 

Letters of a Toung Irishwoman to her Sister ... 

Life of our Lord and the Blessed Virgin. By Rev. R. 
Brennan. Large 4to . , illustrated, half-morocco 

Life's Happiest Day. By author of " Golden Sands " ... 

Uguorl (St) Life of ... 

Literature, Student's Handbook of British and American. 
By Rev. O. L. Jenkins 

Little Lives Of Oreat Saints. Illustrated 

Little Rose of the Sacred Heart 

Little Saint of Nine Tears. From French of Mgr. de Segur 

Little Orator, and other" Tales ... 

Little Treatise On the Little Virtues. By Fr. Robert!, S.J. 

Little Treatise on Little Sufferings 

Lives of the Saints. By Butler. 4 vols., 8vo., 36s.;; gilt, 
40s. ; or bound in 2 vols., 8vo., 28s. ; gilt 

Lives of the Saints for every Day in the Tear. By Rev. 
F. X. Weninger, S.J. Illustrated ... 

Lives of the Saints, Pictorial, with Reflection for Every Day 15 

Lives of Patron Saints. Illustrated (/^<z/r^«) ... 

Louisa Kirkbrlde. By Fr. Th^baud. Illustrated 

Louise Lateau. A Visit to Bols d'Halne. By F. Howe ... 

Ludovlc and Gertrude. By Conscience 

Maidens of Hallowed Names ... 

Maddalena ; The Orphan of the Via Media 

MaroeUa A True Story. 2s. 6d., superior edition 

Margaret Mary (Blessed), Letters of (Sacred Heart) 

Marriage, Sure Way to a Happy. By Fr. Taylor 

Mary, The Knowledge of. By Rev. J. de Concilio 

Mass (The). History of. By Rev. J. O'Brien ... 

Mass (The). The Holy Sacrlflce for the Living and the 

Dead. By Michael MUUer, CSS. R.... 

Meditations, Devout. By Crasset. Translated by Dorsey 

Meditations for Every Day. By Vercruysse. 2 vols. 

Miraculous Oonverslon (Captain) 
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IEooirlciiMiioeMorTtfl«do(Caji>/u^) 

More (Sir Thomas). By Mrs. Monroe ... 

lIOtli«rofWaall]]igtO&, and other Tales. 

Mvam, Lite of B«T. H J.B. By Rt Rev. Dom Robot, O.S.a 

Kyiteiloas Beggar (Catholic Youth's) ... 

VamM tliat LlTO In OathoUc Hearts ... 

Neptuie, The, at the Ckdden Horn. Illustrated... 

Voethen's Ohnroh History 

NoTltlate, Bonyenlr of the 

O'llahony, The, Chief of the Ctomera^hs. A Tale of '98... 

Only a Wait By R. A. Braendle (' Pips ') 

Or]dian of Alsaoe ... ... ... ... 

Orphan of Mosoow. By Mrs. Sadlier ... 

Paradise of God : or, the Virtues of the Sacred Heart ... 

Paradise on Earth ... 

Pastoral Mediotiie. Capellmann. Trans, by Rev. W. Dassel 

Patron Saints. By E. A. Starr. Illustrated 

Panlists' Sermons : Five Minutes, 1864, 1865, 1871, each... 

Pearl among the Vlrtoes, The. By Rev. P. A. De Doss, S.J. 

Pedro's Daughter (AV»/j) 

Penal Laws, History of (Irish Martyrs) ... 

Perioo the Sad ; or, the Alvareda Family, and other Stories 

Philomena (St), life and Miracles of ... 

Philosophy, Elements of, comprising Logic and General 
Principles of Metaphysics. By Rev. Fr. Hill, S.J. 

PhUosophy, Ethics, or MoraL By W. H. Hill, S.J. ... 

Pius DL, Last Days of. By Rev. J. £. Keller, S.J. 

Priest of Auvrlgny, The, etc. ... 

Protestant Reformation. By Archbishop Spalding. 2 vols., 

21S. Cheap edition in I vol 
Protestant Reformation, fta By Rev. T. S. Preston ... 
Protestant and Catholic GiTiliartion Oompared (Future) 
Baphaela. By Mile. Monniot ... 
Baiignan (Pr.), S. J., Life ot By Fr. de Ponlevoy 
Because, The {Catholic Youth's) 
Religious, The. By Rev. J. B. St. Jure, a vols. 
Bepertorium Oratoris Saori: Outlines of 600 Sermons. 4vols. 52 
Bicdiard ; or, Devotion to the Stuarts, 2s. 6d. superior edition 

Bituale Bomanum. The beautiful 8vo. edition printed 
by Murphy, of Baltimore. Paper, i6s. ; morocco 

Bosaxy, The, and the Five Scapulars. By Rev. M. Mttller 

Baored Chant, Manual of. ByFr. Mohr 

Sacred Heart, Devotions to. By Rev. S. Franco, S.J. 
Cheap edition, in paper covers, 2s. 

Sacred Heart, Devotions to (z:////^) ... ... ... 2 

i?. Washboume^ 18 FakmosUr Row^ London. 
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8aor«d Heart, Hours with 

Sacred Heart, MaaiiaL By Fr. Schouppe 

Saored Heart, Pearls from the Casquet of 

Baored Heart, Virtues of. By P6re Boudreaux, S.J. 

Sally Oavanagh. ByJ. C. Kickham 

Sanctuary Boy's Illustrated Mamial ... 

Scapulars (Flye), The Deyotlon of. By Rev. M. MUUer ... 

Sermon at the Month's Blind of Most Rev. Abp. Spalding 

Sermons, Bepertorlum Oratorls SacrL 4 vols. 

Sermons. Divine Paraclete. By Rev. T. S. Preston 

Sermons. By the Paulists, 1864, 1865, 1871. Five Minutes, 

Cix^Q ••• ••« ••• ••• ••• ••■ 

Sermons and Lectures. By Father Burke, O.P. 3 vols. 
Sermons, Lectures, and Discourses. By Bp. Spalding ... 
Sermons. One Hundred Short. By Rev. Fr. Thomas ... 

Sermons on Our Lord, the B.V.M., and Moral SuliiJeots. 

By Cardinal Wiseman. 2 vols. 

Sermons (63), Preached In the Albany County Penl- 
tentlaiy. By Rev. T. Noethen 

Sermons, Lectures, ftc, of Bev. Dr. D. W. Oahlll 

Sermons or Lectures. By E Chatard (Christian Truths) 

Seton, J/Lgr.t Essasrs on various subjects, chiefly Roman ... 

Seton, Mrs., Foundress of the Order of Sisters of 

vUSaxl WjT ... ... ... ... ... ... 

signs and Ceremonies, Teaching Truth by. Illustrated ... 
Sisters of Charity, Manual of ... 
Six Sunny Months, and other Stories 
Society of Jesus, History of. ByDaurignac 
Spalding (Archbishop), Life of ... 

Spalding's (Abp.) Works. 5 vols. 

Or separately : Evidences of Catholicity, los. 6d. Miscel- 
lanea, 2 vols., 2is. ; Protestant Reformation, 2 vols., 21s. 

Spiritual Man, The. By the Rev. J. 6. Saint- Jure, S. J. ... 

Strange Village 

Stray Leaves from a Passing Life, and other Stories 

Teresa (SI), Thoughts of, for every day in the Year 

Thalia; or, Arianism and the Council of Nice. An Historical 
Tale of the Fourth Century. By the Abb^ A. Bayle ... 

Theologla Moralls S. Alphonsl Compendium. Auctor« A. 
Konings, C.SS.R. 24s. 2 vols, in i, half-morocco 

Thesaurus Blbllcus ; or, Handbook of Scripture Reference 25 

Thomas Aquinas (St.) Life of ... 

Thomas's One Hundred Short Sermons 

Truce of God. A Tale of the XI. Century. By Miles ... 

True Faith of our Forefathers ... ... nett 

True Men as We Need Them. By Rev. B. O'Reilly 

R. Washboume^ 18 Paternoster Row^ London. 
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Twtt?e 81ft«n. By Aunt Fanny. lavols. 

Or sepAiately : Bertha's Book, Lucy's Book, Celia's 
Book, Katie's Book, Helen's Book, Agnes' Book» 
Mary*s Book, Teresa's Book, Rosie's Book, Maggie's 
Book. Lizzie's Book, Baby's Book, each 

Two BrothAn {Catholic Youth* s Library) 

UlMldo and bono. By Fr. Bresciani, S.J. a vols. 

Vaoatton Dayi. By author of "Golden Sands" 

Village Innkeeper, The. By Conscience 

Village Steeple, The. A Tale ... 

Vincent's (81) Bfainial 

VlBlta to the Bleeaed Sacxmment (Frt^iMf/y) 

VowB, Oateohlsm of. By Cotel ... 

What OathoIlcB do not BeUeye. By Bishop Ryan 

Wiseman's (Cardinal) EBiays. 6 vols. ... 

Wiseman's (Cardinal) Sermons on Our Lord and B. V. M., 

and Moral Subjects. 2 vols. 

Toung Doctor. By Conscience... 

Toung Flower-MaJcer (Catholic YoutKs) 

Zeal In the Work of the Ministry. By Abb^ Dubois 

Zlta (St), Lite of 

Veromysse's Meditations for Svery Day. a vols. 

DRAMAS, etc. 

Babbler, The. A Drama in One Act By Mrs. J. Sadlier. MaU x o 

Christmas Tree. Drama, One Act \MixecC) ... ... i o 

Double Triumph, The. Dramatized from the Story of 
Placidus in the "Martyrs of the Coliseum." By Rev. 
A J. O'Reilly. MaU ... ... ... ... 2 o 

Elder Brother, The. A Drama in Two Acts. By Mrs, J. 

Sadlier. Male ... ... ... ... ... z o 

Invisible Hand, The. A Drama in Three Acts. MaU ... z o 

Irish Heroine. A Drama in 5 Acts. By Rev. J. de 

Concilio (Mixed) ... ... ... ... ... z o 

JuUa ; or, The Gold Thimble. A Drama in One Act. By 

Mrs. J. Sadlier. FemaU ... ... ... ... z o 

Knights Of the Cross, The . A Sacred Drama in Three Acts. 

DOQttC ... ... ,,. ... ... ... 2 O 

Laurence and Xystus ; or, the Illustrious Roman Martyrs. 

A Sacred Drama in Five Acts. MaU ... ...20 

Major John Andre. An Historical Drama, Five Acts. Male 2 o 

Maria Antolnnetrte. An Historical Drama. FemaU ... 2 o 
St. Helena; or, the Finding of the Holy Cross. A Drama 

in Three Acts. By Rev. J. A. Bergrath. FemaU ... z 6 

St. Louis in Chains. A Drama in Five Acts. Male ... 2 o 

Sylvia's Jubilee, and 3 other Dramas for the Young, cUth... 6 o 
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For the convenience of purchasers the following books referred to in 
the pretnms pages are arranged according to price: 



6cL. 



The Brigand Chief, and other 

Tales 
Now is the Accepted Time, and 

other Tales 
What a Child can Do, and o^her 

Tales 
Sowing Wild Oatsr, and other 

Tales 
The Two Hosts, and other Tales 
The Lost Children of Mount St. 

Bernard 
The Baker's Boy; or, the 

Results of Industry 
A Broken Chain 
Life of Paul Seigneret 
Prince and Saviour 
Mary Christina of Savoy 
Count de Montalembert 
Pope Pius IX. By White 



The Golden Thought of Queen 

Beiyl ; The Brother's Grave 
The Rod that Bore Blossoms ; 

Patience and Impatience 
Clare's Sacrifice 

Nellie Gordon, the Factory Girl 
Fairy Tales for Little Children 
Schmid's, The Canary Bird 

The Dove 

The Inundation 

The Rose Tree 

The Water Jug 

The Wooden Cross 

Sir iElfric, and other Tales 
Adolphus ; or, the Good Son 
Nicholas ; or, the Reward of a 

Good Action 
Our Blessed Lady of Lourdes 
Various Dramas (see page 19) 



18. 



Kainer ; or, the Usurer's Doom 
The Fairy Ching 
The Two Friends 
Yellow Holly, and other Tales 
Tableaux Vi vants , and other Tales 
Wet Days, and other Tales 
The Bells of the Sanctuary 
Bessy; or, tke Fatal Consequence 

of Telling Lies 
Tom's Crucifix, and Pat*s Rosary 
Good for Evil, and Joe Ryan's 

Repentance 
The Old Prayer Book, and 

Charlie Pearson's Medal 
Catherine's Promise, and Norah's 

Temptation 
Annie's First Prayer, and Only a 

Picture 
Schmid's Canary Bird (gilt) 

Dove (gilt) 

Inundation (gilt) 

Rose Tree (gilt) 

Water Jug (gilt) 

Wooden Cross (gilt) 

St. Patrick 

St Bridget and other Saints of 

Ireland 



Walter Ferrers' School Days 

Bertram Eldon 

Story of a Paper Knife 

Terry O'Flinn 

The ViUage Lily 

The Angels and the Sacraments 

Fairy Tales for Little Children 

Rosalie ; or, The Memoirs of a 
French Child 

Sir iElfric and other Tales 

Little Orator, and other Tales 

Mother of Washington, and other 
Tales [Ward 

Sir Thomas Maxwell and his 

Story of an Orange Lodge 

Diary of a Confessor of the Faith 

Countess Adelstan 

Paul Seigneret 

Life, Passion, Death, and Resur- 
rection of Our Lord 

St. Edmund of Canterbury 

Our Lady of Lourdes 

The Ever Blessed Virgin 

The Victories of Rome 

The Infallibility of the Pope 

Cardinal Wiseman 

Stories for my Children 



A Washbourne^ 18 Paternoster Raw^ London, 



28 



F. Washboumis Catalogue. 



Little Books of St. Nicholas. Tales for Children. By F. 
B. BiCKERSTAFFE DREW. 18. each. Nos. I to 6 are ready. 

I. Oremus; a. Dominus Vobiscum ; 3. Pater Noster ; 4. Per 
Jesum Christum ; $. Vcni Creator ; 6. Credo ; 7. Ave Maria ; 
8. Ora pro nobis ; 9. Corpus Christi ; zo. Dei Genitrix ; iz. Re- 
quiem ; za. Miserere ; Z3. Deo Gratias ; Z4. Guardian AngeL 

The Old Prayer Book, and 

Charlie Pearson's Medal (gilt) 

Catherine s Promise, and Norah's 



Agnes Wilmott's' History 
Kainer ; or, the Usurer s Doom 

The Angels and the Sacraments 
The Fairy Ching (gilt) [Tales 
The Golden Thought and other 
The Two Friends (gilt) 
Tableaux Vivants, and other 

Tales (gilt) • Rgilt) 

Yellow Holly, and other Tales 
Wet Days and other Tales (gilt) 
A Daughter of S. Dominick 
Good for Evil, and Joe Ryan's 

Repentance (gilt) [Lies 

The Fatal Consequence of Telling 
Annie's First Prayer, and Only a 

Picture (gilt) [(gilt) 

Tom's Crucifix, and Pat's Rosary 
Terry O'Flinn Paul Seigneret 



Temptation (gilt) 
Legends of the Xlllth Century. 

3 volumes each, is. 6d. 
The Village Uly (gilt) 
Fairy Tales for Little Children 
The Memoirs of a French Child 
The Feasts of Camelot. 2 vols. 
Sir iElfric and other Tales (gilt) 
Last of the Catholic O'Malleys 
Margarethe Verflassen 
Bible Stories from the Old Test. 
Sophia and Eulalie — Catholic 

Pilgrim's Progress 
Cardinal Wiseman 
Our Blessed Lady of Lourdes 



2i. 



Walter Ferrers' School Days 

The Mission Cross 

A Daughter of St. Dominick (gilt) 

Bessy ; or, the Fatal Conse- 
quences of Telling Lies (gilt) 

The Adventures of a Protestant 
in Search of a Religion 

Life in Iceland 

To Rome and Back [(gilt) 

Fairy Tales for Little Children 



Bible History. Illustrated 
Rosalie ; or, the Memoirs of a 

French Child (gilt) 
Last of the Catholic O'Malleys 
Keighley Hall, and other Tales 
Terry O'Flinn (gilt) 
Life of St. Wenefred 
Paul Seigneret (gilt) 
A Month at Lourdes 



28. 6d. 



Bobbie and Birdie 

Bible Stories from the Old Test. 

The Monk of the Monastery of 
Yuste (Charles V.) 

My Golden Days 

Little Rose of the Sacred Heart 

Cassilda ; or, the Moorish Prin- 
cess of Toledo 

Captain Rougemont ; or, the 
Miraculous Conversion 

Catherine Hamilton 

Catherine Grown Older 

Simple Tales [a Fault 

Bertha ; or the Consequences of 



Farleyes of Farleye 
Sir Humphrey's Trial 
Eagle and Dove 
Tales and Sketches 
Countess Adelstan [Terror 

Recollections of the Reign of 
Story of the Life of St. Paul 
Recollections of Card. Wiseman 
Prince and Saviour 
Venerable Anna Maria Taigi 
Father Mathew Holy Places 
Comedy of Convocation 
Oxford Undergraduate 
Harmony of Anglicanism 



R. Washbourney i8 Paternoster Eow^ London. 
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28. 6d. (continued). 



The Three Wishes 

Anthony ; or, the Silver Crucifix 

The Better Part 

Blanche de Marsilly 

The Burgomaster's Daughter 

The Dumb Boy 

Life of St. Zita 

Indian Sketches [nicants 

Instructions for First Commu- 

Great-Grandmother's Secret 

The Leper's Son 

Marcelle The Recluse 



The Adventures of a Casquet 
Life of St. Mary Magdalene 
The Mysterious Beggar 
The Orphan of Alsace 
Life of St. Philomena 
The Priest of Auvrigny 
Strange Village and other Stories 
The Two Brothers 
The Village Steeple 
The Young Flower Maker 
Sister Mary Frances of the Five 
Wounds 



38. 



True Wayside Tales [Authors 
Gathered Gems from Spanish 
The Battle of Connemara 
Industry and Laziness 
Catherine Hamilton (gilt) 
Catherine Grown Older (gilt) 
Rupert Aubray 
Story of Marie and other 
Gretchen's Gift 




Percy Grange 

Chats about the Commandments 

Cistercian Legends 

Chats about Uie Rosary 

Margarethe Verflassen 

Pearl among the Virtues 

Barbata Leigh The Lost Son 

Ethel Hamilton 

St. Angela Merici 



38. 6d. 



Out in the Cold World 

Jack's Boy 

The Conquest of Grenada 

The Catholic Pilgrim's Progress 

From Sunrise to Sunset 

Rest, on the Cross 

The Feast of Camelot 

Tales from many Lands 

Canon Schmid's Tales 

Tim O'Halloran's Choice 

Tom's Crucifix, and other Tales 

Fluffy : a Tale for Boys 

The Adventures of a Protestant 

in Search of a Religion 
The Barrys of Beigh 
Margarethe Verflassen (gilt) 
The Heroine of Vesuvius 
Tales and Sketches (gilt) 
St German 
St. Francis of Assisi 
Stories of Martyr Priests 

Maidens of Hallowed Names 
Adventures of a Casquet 
My First Communion 
Fisherman's Daughter. By 

Munroe 
Great Grandmother's Secret 



ist Series 
2nd Series 
3rd Series 
4th Series 
5th Series 



Legends of the Saints 

Stories of the Saints. 

Stories of the Saints. 

Stories of the Saints. 

Stories of the Saints. 

Stories of the Saints. 

Stories of Holy Lives 

Blessed Giovanni Columbini 

Sister Mary Cherubina Clare 

Gregory Lopez, the Hermit 

St. Columbkille 

Ven. Canori Mora 

The History of the Blessed Virgin 

History of the Italian Revolution 

Two Years in the Pontifical 

Zouaves 
The Oxford Undergraduate of 

Twenty Years Ago 
Festival Tales 
Life in the Cloister 
The Jesuits. By Paul Feval 

48. 

Paradise of God 

Bertha ; or, the Consequence of 

a Fault 
Dalaraida ; or, the Days of King 

Milcho 
Life's Happiest Day 



R. nashbourne^ x8 FatcrnosUr Row^ Londorit 



30 



R. Washhoum^s Catalogue. 



4s. (continued). 



Conscience's, The Amulet 

The Young Doctor 

The Fishennan's Daughter 

Count Hugo 

The Conscript and Blind Rosa 

The Village Innkeeper 

Happiness of Being Rich 

Ludovic and Gertrude 

Cloister Legends 

The Truce of God 

The Prussian Spy 

Memoirs of a Guardian Angel 

Rome and her Captors 



Adventures of a Captain 
Fickle Fortune 
The Four Seasons 
Golden Sands, ist Series 
Golden Sands. 2nd Series 
Greetings to the Christ Child 
God our Father 
The King's Page and other 

Stories 
Marcelle. A true story 
Only a Waif 

Souvenir of the Novitiate 
Vacation Days 



58. 



My Lady at Last 

Recollections of a Missionary 

The Rose of Venice 

The Days of King Milcho 

Onlv a Waif ^gle and Dove 

Father Benvenuto Batnbozzi 

Limerick Veteran 

The Victims of the Mammertine 

Albertus Magnus 

St. Vincent Ferrer 

St Bemardine of Siena 



St. PhiHp Benizi 

St Veronica Giuliani 

St. John of God 

Venerable Anna Maria Taigi 

Life of Our Lord [America 

Devotion to Our Lady m North 

Alice Harmon and other Tales 

Bible History. Illustrated 

The Joint Venture 

Catholic Keepsake 

Little Lives of Great Saints 



68. 



Life of Mother Mary Jacqueline 

Favre, and others 
Life of Sister Claude Simplicienne 

Fardel, and others 
St. Patrick St Columba 

St Boniface 
Holy Places 
Marshalliana 

Shakespeare. Expurgated edition 
The First Christmas for our dear 

Little Ones 
Sir Thomas More 
The Mysterious Castle 
Perico the Sad and other Tales 
Panegyrics of Father Segneri 

68. 6cL., 

P&re Lacordaire, 6s. 6d. 
Cardinal Wolsey, 6s. 6d. 
The Italian Revolution, 7s. 6d. 
Life of St. Francis Xavier, 8s. 
Goffine's Explanation of the 



The Knowledge of Mary 

The O'Mahony 

Raphaela 

Six Sunny Months and other 

Stories 
Stray Leaves and other Stories 
Thalia. An Historical Tale 
The Two Brides 
Alba's Dream and other Stories 
Assunta Howard and other 

Stories 
Emerald Gems 
Letters of a Young Irishwoman 

to her Sister 
Louise Lateau 

to 488. 

Epistles and Gospels. Illus- 
trated. 8s. 

Life and Acts of Leo XIII. and 
Last Days of Pius IX. 8s. 

Killed at Sedan, los. 6d. 1 
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Lives of the Early Popes, los. 

The First Religious of the 
Visitation. 2 vols. , los. 

The First Apostles of Europe. 
2 vols. , lOS. 

St. Patrick. los. 

Patroc Saints. los. 

Life of St. Ligouri, los. 

Life of the Blessed Virgin. Illus- 
trated. lOS. 

Genius of Christianity. los. 6d. 

Louisa Kirkbride. los. 6d. 

True Men as we need them, 
los. 6d. 

Albertus Magnus, zos. 6d. 

Sir Thomas More. los. 6d. 

Catholic Anecdotes. 3 vols., iis. 

Catholic Youth's Library. 6 

vols., I2S. 



P^re Ravignan, 12s. 
Lives of Irish Martyrs and Con- 
fessors. 123. 
Spalding's Reformation, 14s. 
Pictorial Lives of the Saints. 15s. 
Twelve Sisters. 12 vols., 155. 
Ubaldo and Irene. 2 vols., i6s 
Lives of the Saints for every Day 

in the Year. 25s. 
Butler's Lives of the Saints. 

2 vols., 28s., gilt, 36s. 
St. Jure's Knowledge and Love 

of Our Lord. 3 vols. , 31s. 6d. 
Butler's Lives of the Saints. 

4 vols., 32s., gilt, 40s. 
Cardinal Wiseman's Essays. 6 

vols., 36s. 
Darras* Church History. 4 vols. , 

48s. 



HOLY FAMILY CARD OF MEMBERSHIP. 

A Beautiful Design : All who have seen it admire 
it, and say Nothing equals it 

Price 6df or i>ost free^ on a roller^ %d. Twelve copies 

4J. 6^., or 5 J. post free. 

Medals, 3d., 4d., and 6d. each. 



FIRST COMMUNION CARD. 

This is also a very Beautiful Design, and commends 
itself to all who have seen it It is also arranged 
as a Memento of Confirmation. 

Price I J., or post free^ on a roller^ \s» 3^?. Twelve copies 

for gs,, or post free 9J. dd. 

Medals in Silver, is., 2s., and 3s. 6d. each. 



CHILDREN OF MARY CARD. 

Price gd.f or post free, on a roller, is. 

Medals, 2d. and 3d. each ; or in Silver, is., is. 6d., 2s,, 
3s., 4s., 5s., 6s. 6d., and los. 6d. each. 

Child of Hary Manual, Is. 

i?. Washboume's COMPLETE Catalogue, post free 
R, Washboum^s Monthly List, post free. 

R. Washboume, i8 Paternoster Row London. 



THE CHILD'S PICTURE PRAYER 

BOOK. 

In simple language and in large type, on good paper, beautifully 
UuBtratea. 

The Contents of the t)ook are Morning Prayers, The Angelus. Grace 
before and after Meals, Night Prayers, Litany of the Blessed virgin, The 
Memorare, Prayers during Holy Mass, Divine Praises. Benediction of the 
Most Blessed Sacxiuuent, Hymns, De Frofundis, ana the Rosary for the 
Dead. 

Tli» iliutratiOnB ftre 16 In nuinber, eadi oocupyin^r a 

falllMge. 

The binding Is ih oloth, with a cover designed expressly for the book, 
ahd the price, witii the pictures in two tints, is Is., or in stronger bind- 
ing, Is. 6d., or with gold on the side, 2s. ; with the pictures in seven 
colours, Is. 6d., or in stronger binding, 2s-, or with gold on the side, 
2s. 6d., and with gilt edges Ss., and with fuU gilt side 8s. 6d., in French 
moroooo, 8 . 0d., or extra gilt 4s., in calf, 6s., or extra gilt, 6s. 



THE LITTLE GARDEN ILLUSTRATED 

Abridged in the Latin, with 16 full-pege Illustrations : cloth. Is., with 
Episties and Gospels, Is. 6d. ; roan, Is. 6d. ; French morocco, 2s. 
ditto, extra gilt, 2s. 6d. ; calf or morocco, 3s. 6d. ; ditto, extra gilt, 
48, 6d. ; with Episties and Gospels 6d. extra on the above. 



R. WASHBOURNE'S POPULAR EDITION 

OF 

THE GARDEN OF THE SOUL. 



This edition of The Gaadbn of the Soul is especially distinguished by 
bearing tiie Imprihatub of the Caroinal-Archbibhop of Westminster. 
Amongst the many valuable additions, not before inserted in The Gard£^ , 
OF THE Soul, will be found the rites of administering the Sacraments ii| 
Latin and English, Devotions to the Sacred Heart, Devotion of thj - 
Quarant 'Ore, the Prayers for a Journey, or Itinerarium, Devotions to 
the Angel Guardians, The Way of the Cross, the Devotion of the Bona 
Mors, and many other devotions, and the Vespers in ordinary use. 
Especial attention is directed to i^e excellent paper and bold type used 
n the edition. 
Embossed, Is. ; with rims and clasps, Is. 6d. ; with Epistles and 
Gospels Is. 6d. ; with rims and clasp, 2s. French morocco, 2s. ; with 
rims and clasps, 2s. 6d. ; with Episties and Gospels, 2s. 6d. ; with 
rims and clasps, 8s. French morocco, extra gilt, 2s. 6d. : with 
rims and clasp, Ss. ; with Epistles and Gospels, 8s. ; with rims and 
clasp, 8s. 6d. 
Calf or morocco, 4s., with clasp, 6s. 6d. ; extra gilt, 5s., or 6b. 6d. with 
clasp. CaU or morocco, extra gilt, 5s., with clasp, 6s. 6d. Morocco, 
with two x)atent clasps, 128. Morocco antique, with comers and two 
clasps, 18s. Velvet, with rims and clasp, 8s., 10s. 6d., 13s. Russia, 
With clasp, lOs. , 12s. 6d. Russia antique, with comers and tv^ o clasps, 
20s. Ivory, with rims and clasp, 128. Od., IGs., 208., 22s. 6d. 
Any of the above can be had with Epistles and Gospels, 6d. extra 
The Episties and Gospels may he had separately, cloth, 6d., or 4s, 6d. 
per dozen ; roan. Is. 6d. 



JR. Washbourne^ i8 Paternoster Row^ London. 
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